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PRIC£    25    CENTS. 

Thto  book  Is  .leslsrned  to  mef-t  the  wanti  of  all  theme  who  arc  neeklngr  a  flrst-elajw  Tiisl- 
BMB  Letter- Writer,  mk  it  ooiitaiiia  a  1«i'k«  variety  of  cftrefully-fK-lfcted  speciiiu'ii  Business 
Letters;  also  a  luTKe  aumber  uf  Legal  aixl  Mercantile  KorniH  iiwd  in  Bu8ine»<— xiich  an: 

Artirlesof  lo-rartMernliiji,  N'>ti<'e  of  Dinsoliition, 
Form  of  an  A><Ki|jrniiienl,  Acknowledirxient  of 
Deed,  Bill  of  Sal.-,  Power  cC  Attorney,  Jiidtrinent 
T— -jij  Note,  Form  of  an  Onler,  Partnernhip  Aitieenient, 
I  I  any  muiy  others  too  numerous  to  mention;  also 
^i'W  the  Art  of  Secret  Wrlimir,  Business  Iaws  and 
MnxiniM  for  Business  Men  and  Mercantile  Alibi  e- 
viations.  In  short,  in  the  pnirea  of  this  book  are 
set  (orth  Hul•ine^<s  Forms,  Styles  and  Technicali- 
ties to  nirt  tlie  Jnexperienced  In  the  routine  of 
eonimercinl  Intereonise,  a(loi>lini(  the  |>l»iiics( 
terms  oonslst«'nt  with  fhe  studious  politeness 
which  is  riiiorously  demanded  in  coinnior<"ial  let- 
ters. Every  |Hisilion  in  life  <leinands  letter-nrit- 
in(r.  A  letter  Is  the  (rrrnt  link  Itetween  pnienls 
and  ohililren,  Wtween  lovers,  between  iiiendH) 
while  in  husiness  relations  It  makes  fortunes  or 
ninrsthein.  lin-speetive  of  their  ma(;ii)tude  and 
iniixirtnnce,  commercial  triinnactions  aru  gene- 
mllv  Im-kuii,  continued  and  ended  by  corres- 
|»ondence.  I>etter-\\ritin(y,  in  icenei-al.  Is  n<*t  an 
easy  task  to  the  (feat  majority,  and  iiusiness  let- 
ters are  still  more  difflciilt.  from  the  fact  that 
grrenter  Inten-sls  npe  invol\e<l,  and  results  of  (ruin 
or  loss  nn-  deiH-ndeiit  upon  tht>?n  Letter-wi  itinif 
laan  aocompllshment  which  every  one  should  Ktrne  t<i  acquire.  It  is  not  oiilv  userul, 
but  very  desirable  and  ne<^ssary  In  rnmiliariziiikr  the  mind  with  business  hiibits  and 
matters  connected  therewith.  II  also  stiinulates  the  mentnl  ciipocity  and  dpve|o|M'S  tlio 
intellect.  It  vtoiilil  take  |>atre  upon  pafre  to  ejciiliiiu  fully  the  inciifsand  usefulness  of 
this  buck.  In  onl>rto  (ri\e  everyUxly  an  oi'i>"rtiinitv  to  olitain  iit  le.istonecopy,  we 
have  tna.le  the  pric-  very  low,  namely:  TWENTY'FIVE  CENTS  Per  cojiy,  by 
mail,  i><>st  ii.tI.I.  Si-kciai.  Kne  copie- f..r  jl.  (i.t  f.mr  of  your  !;  n  nds  to  club  in  with 
you  at  i'lctnisei.cli.  miikiinir$l  in  nil,  and  thereliv  isvt  voiir..wn  1>  .ok  free  of  clioTK^ 

Aiur  five  Twentyflve  Cent  Books  on  this  page  for  $1* 


PRICE    25    CENTS. 


At  la!>t  it  U  within  the  reach  of  erery  one  to  proenr»,  at  •' 

trillinif  cost,  a  complete  hand-book  of  Etiquette  and  PoliUnaw 
that  ha«  no  peer  In  ihla  country  or  Europe.  This  book  has  nona 
of  the  ancient  or  "back-number"  lutcgestiouf  on  this  aU-un*^ 
portant  subject  which,  I  regret  to  say,  so  many  other  hlgn- 
priced  books  contain.  It  Is  nota  "ha-shed  up"  or  "fake'  edl- 
fion.  bt||■J)^s^•■lass,  complete  hand-book  on  a  subject  that  con- 
cerns ^HFyUvinff  person— a  subject  that  comes  next  In  rank  to 
Cleanlinesa-ln  fact,  a  practical  in.structor  In  tl^e  art  of  eUauettj 
and  r-ottteness  of  the  present  time.  Go(k1  manners  is,  as  alinow 
everybody  knows,  a  very  eseent  ml  factor  in  helping  anyone  to 
attain  and  command  the  respect  of  everybody  with  ^npm  M 
comes  in  contact— nval«  orfemale.  younff  orold.  This  book  glTte 
a  thorough  ejplanation  of  the  deportment  of  both  males  ana 
females.  It  teaches  a  person  how  to  be  courteous  to  all  and  sUU 
posse»,s  a  certain  amount  of  dignity  and  self-respect.  It  teacnao 
how  to  act  in  any  emergency,  or  ">nter  any  bo<  iety  without  em- 
barmssment,  and  how  to  avoid  Incorrect  and  vulgar  habltatn 
It  teaches  you  how  to  so  behave  that  your  socletj 


the  streat.  at  home,  or  in  s.Kiety.  It  teaches  you  how  to  so  behave  inai  your  spciecy 
will  be  courted  and  souprht  after  by  every  one.  By  acting  unon  the  advice  given  In  MJW 
book,  you  can  g»m  access  Into  any  famUv  In  Amen.a,  amlthen  you  want  nothing  bu» 
opportunity  to  distiniruish^ourself.  In  s^ort,  it  is  the  best  and  most  cornprehenslTa 
treatlseon  the  subject  of  uBtuette  and  politeness.  Abstract  of  ContenU:  How  toantw 
a  room  and  how  to  leave  it -How  to  accost  or  notice  ladiesorgentlemen  on  the  sfajje^- 
How  to  dreBi  weU.  and  yet  not  garishly  -  H..w  to  give  and  receive  lntroductlon»-WIi^ 
kind  of  cards  to  have,  and  how  to  present  or  send  them-The  proper  mode  of  glvlnc 
preeenta-How  to  shake  hands  and  bid  good  bye- How  to  begin,  conduct,  •"f '"^  a  oon- 
Tersatlon-How  to  accomnany  acquam.ances  on  the  Pro>"J"»J*'7"S^*  il^tfJE,' P^f^ 
In  the  dance,  and  how  to  decline  an  invitation- How  to  behave  at  dmners.  either  aj  Do« 
or  guest— How  to  behave  during  cotirtshlp  and  marriage— How  to  ••  play  the  aSabla  at 
ohich.  at  partial  etc.,  etc.    Price  2S  Cents,  by  maU,  po•^pald. 
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PRICE  25  CENTS.! 

This  Is  the  flrst  time  that  a  book  has  been  published  that 
plainly  teaches  hOW  tO  write  a  letter.  It  shows  clearly 
all  the  blunders  and  mistakes  apt  to  be  made  by  an  inei- 
j^rienced  writer,  and  makes  manifest,  in  the  simplest  way,  the 
proper  method  of  avoiding  and  rt-ctifvmK  such  blunders  and 
mistakes,  whether  thi>y  occur  in  the  spelling,  the  punctuation, 
or  the  grammar.  This  book  explains  all  the  details  of  coi^ 
res(M)ndence,  whether  relating  to  the  form,  the  penmanship, 
the  directing,  ftildmg,  and  sending  of  a  n<.te  or  a  letter.  There 
are  in  this  book  valuable  hinU  about  Love,  Courtship 
and  Marrlase,  "'lowingin  what  style  lovers  should  Indite 
epistles.  There  are  given  all  the  various  letters  that  arise  in 
the  course  of  business:  Asking  for  money,  rc<iueslin^  lime,  en- 
ilostng  remittance,  asking  assistance,  rea.sons  lor  refusal,  from 
t.nants  to  landlords  on  ditferent  subjects,  with  landlords'  re- 
plica. Then-and  this  Is  a  very  Important  feature- 
there  U  shown  the  legal  importance  of  a  letter;  and  explanations 
are  given  upon  the  exact  meaning  of  expressions  used  in  writ- 
ing that  mnr  be  brought  into  court  in  litigations.  It  also  contains  the  art  of  abbre- 
viating wVltlna,  »o  that  any  one  can,  with  practice,  write  with  the  rapidity  of  tbd 
Bhorthnnd  writer  In  f.->rt,  the  following  persons  all  require  this  book,  young  ladiea 
and  >oi.nk' gentlemen,  wives  and  husbands,  widows  and  bachelors,  fanners  and  traders,, 
the  sick  and  the  well,  soldicni  and  sailors,  mothers  and  fathers,  dniiirhters  and  sons, 
irivers  and  receivers  of  presents,  the  educat<-d  and  the  illiterate.     Hut  it  would  Uke  page 
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PRICE   25    CENTS. 

Bao*il^'?l"J'-1°*'  •*a'i«n«  niay  become  Happy  Wives,  and 
Bachelors  become  Happy  Husbands,  m  a  mTeT'pa.eor  nme  und 
by  easy  tmthod-.   Also coMtiiii, log  Complete  Directions  for  Declar- 


or  Behind  the  Nuptial  Curtail. 

uouiiiiiK,  the  Way  lu  t(et  uvei'  bttSlit'UUEIt; 


It  also  tells  piiiT.Vy'h.lw  tv."beKiu 
'''J  *«y  to  "sit  up";  the  way  t-  And 
the  ^sort  spot  III  a  sweetheait's 
biea.st;  the  wny  to  write  a  >•  \t> 
letter;  the  way  toeasily  win  a  girl's 
consent;  the  way  to  (Hjp  the  qiies- 
lion  to  her;  the  way  •to  do  up 
thijigs  befi.ieaiidBfiernneiigav'e- 
■lenl;  tile  way  10  ivreive  and  the 
jray  to  iiecliie  an  offer;  the  way  to 
"gtve  the  mitten"  nenteely;  tl.« 
way  to  make  joiuselr  ottieeal'le 
duili.g  uii  eiigHKenielit;  I  he  wi.y 
biKteiiiaidHiiiiiiKM.onixnieiiFh.  md 
ale^snn(i  iieiroiin  then  duties;  the 
Way  )ou  ^)lould  ait  and  the  Ihiiik'S 
yt'Xi  should  do  at  a  wedilinir  1.1. d 
weiidiiig  lecepiiors;  ihefUMdluie, 
dec<.rutioi,ii,  a,„j  ujiaxi.r  in  the 
biidal  chaiiilM-r;  the  >- av  to  make 
wife  ami  liusbm.d  "lenl  happy." 
This  is  just  the  book  that  h»^  hi  g 
been  wanted.  It  .p.  i.k,  m  piBin. 
holiest  w  Olds,  I  eveiiliiigk  now  ieili:e 
that  ever.W.od*  oiikIiI  to  kn.  w . 
upon  Mibjects  of  as  vital  impoi  t  to 
all   as   the  very  air    »e   l.ieatlie. 

Meiihei  those  i.lieHdt  niarrled r 

those  conieinpliiiliiK  thetiiiig  of 
the  ciMiiibiul  knot,  can  afriiu  to 
be  aiioihei  d«*r  will, out  a  know- 
ledge  of  the  many  intstriiona 
things  that  are  so  triilhfully  and 
Tlviiily  expltuiied  iniliiswoik  It 
Is  Just  the  Very  iieatHsi-  to  I*  in  the 

hands  of  every  young  Bache- 
lor or  Maiden,  every  mar- 
fled  MaaorWoman,every 
Widow  or  Widower,  Youns  or  Old.   la'ixidifion  totheaii.vr  ltal^o 

c  >nlaiiis  the  language  of  Flowers,  HusliHiid's  (""mmnndmenls.  Wife's  Coni- 
inandments,  Vei-sions  of  Love.  Dining-Tablo  and  Window  Siirnnlinir,  I'ostage- 
Stiiinp  Klirtntlon,  and  a  great  desl  of  tlie  "choic-est"  l->vo  |K)etiy  ever  written. 
In  fact,  there  Is  not  a  lady  or  gentleman  In  the  world-  young  or  ohi,  single  or 
married- who  cannot  glean  a  vast  amount  of  useful  Information  that  will  en- 
liifhieii  them  on  all  nolnts  of  court-hip  ami  marriage,  as  well  as  their  anrillsi  y 
duties,  pleasures  and  ohligatlon*,^|^is  irthe  moi-t  comjilfte  and  by  far  the  im  st 
valuable  work  that  hns  ever  been  brouglitoiit  on  this  nll-linportnnt  subject.  We 
iH-ir  of  you,  therefore,  not  to  coirfound  it  with  anv  of  the  worthless  booiis  heie- 
tof ore  issued,  hut  remeiiiVer  the  title.  The  Mysteky  ok  I.ovk,  cofRTsiiip  and 
Marriaok  K.TPI,ained.  Trice  95  OentS  Per  copv.  clean  and  unused  V.  8. 
portaire  stamps  tnken  samea^ash.  Addrcs  i>  11  ordera'tu  either  our  Kew  York 
or  Chicago  Uuuse,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  yuu. 
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Asleep  at  the  switch 

Arab's  farewell  10  his  steed 

Annie  anil  Willie's  prayer 

A  ysller<lor|r's|ove  fora  nlir- 

Antony  and  Cleopatra     (iter 

A  roller-rink  roinnnce 

Battle  of  Fonlenoy 

Beautiful  snow 

ningen  on  the  Rhine 

Bridge 

Barbara  Frietchie 

Base  ball  [nijfht 

Curfew  must  not  ring  to- 

f'ha'ge  of  the  Li(f ht  Brigade 

I)er  |>a't«>r  of  the  shingles 

Dying  californian 

Dot  stiipporn  pony 

Dorklns'  night 

I>cr  bn  by 

I>ot  baby  nff  mine 

Dylnir  soldier 

Koschen,  on  the  Khino 

Kxceisior 

Fast  freight 

UiiiIlT  or  not  guilty 

(Jsmbler's  wife 

(ilndiator 

How  the  gates  came  ajar 

Hornet's  nest 

Home  attractions 


OOlTTEJNTrS 

I  iiiiist  t>e  there  on  New  Year's 

I  »oiild  not  live  alway    [day 

Irish  phlloHOpher 

Jim  Rliidso 

Ijisf  hymn 

I,>-e<lle  Yawcnb  Strauss 

Life  Is  but  a  game  of  cards 

I/«-vel  and  the  sniiare 

I.i|>s  that  touch  Iii|Uor  shsll 

I.a.ivhin  school  [nevertoncl, 

I.ittleMeir  and  I  (miiie 

3loneyteKS  man 

Mule  stood  on  the  i-teambont 

Maniac  [deck 

Mother's  fool 

Maud  Miiller  In  rhltrli 

Miss  Maloiiev  on  the  Chinese 

Mahoney's  I^eniancat  (iines 

No  S'Ct  In  heaven  [tiou 

NoImmIv'b  nolle 

N.boby's  child 

Old  Mian  in  the  mod'l church 

O'Keilly's  hilly  goat 

<>ver  the  hills  t<i  the  poor- 

Olil  sayings  [house 

Old  oaken  bucket 

^<  istler  Joe 

Only  a  rirl 

polish  boy  (rum 

Please  don't  sell  my  father 


R.iven 
Itn-hmnnd  on  the  Jamas 
Kory  of  the  hill 
l<omane>-  of  a  hammock 
Mieiidsn's  ride 
SooielHidy's  darling      • 
Homebody's  mother 
N-hneider'!-  ride  ' 

Ronir  of  the  shirt 
f^niiK'k  in  school 
Shanius  O'Biieii 
Schneider's  little  hoy    ; 
Twenty  years  ago 
Tramp 

That  hired  girl 
Virtriniiis  [be  proud 

Wolf  nt  the  door     (mortal 
Wh>  should  the  spirit  of 

Which  Shilll  it  lie? 

Whnt  I  would  do  for  h«c 
WliM*  be'-itninofa  lie 
Wrei-k  of  the  Hesp«>rus 
What  I  live  for     [the  .Mets 
When  MeGee's nine  placed 
We  reap  what  we  sow 
Whnt  IS  life?  (ps|ia's  irrave 
Yoii  put  no  nnwerson  my 
Yiiin  of  the  Nancy  Bell 
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HAPPY  IS  THE  BRIDE 

THAT  THE  SUN  SHINES  ON 

Copyright.  MDCCCXCV,  by  HeniT  J,  Wehman. 

The  Wordf  and  Hade  of  this  Sonir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  trill  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreoa,  po«t-i>ald,  on  receipt  of  iO  cents:  or  this  and  any  two  other  Snufrs  r<>r  One  Dollar, 
b»  Henry  J.  Wehman.lSOft  132  f'nrk  Kow.  NVw  York;  or  gS  *  87  E  Madiiion  Ht, Chicago, 
write  to  either  one  of  the  ahive  artdrea-Hes  for  Free  Cotalngue  of  Sonird,  Song  BooKi, 
Sheet  Muiic,  Oennan  Sons  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bouks,  etc. 


Worde  by  George  Cooper.    Huslc  by  Qeorge  C.  Eklwards. 


In  the  little  village  chnrch  a  youthful  conple  stood. 

And  Ihe  words  were  spoke  that  made  them  man  and  wife; 
Ob,  the  wedding  bells  they  rang,  and  the  hirdg  of  ppring  time  Bang, 

While  they  vowed  to  love  eucli  otiier  all  their  life; 
As  they  from  the  altar  came,  and  i<tood  heside  the  porch. 

All  the  clouds  had  passed  away,  the  sun  shone  hri^lit; 
And  the  husband  whispered  there,  to  the  wife  so  sweet  and  fair. 

These  words  In  fondest  accent  of  delight: 

Chords. 
Happy  is  the  bride  that  the  sun  shines  on; 

All  the  gloomy  clouds  now  are  past  and  gone;  .  . 

Oh,  still  remember,  dear,  when  sorrow  hovers  near, 

Happy  is  the  bride  that  the  sun  shines  on. 

By  the  fireside  warm  and  bright,  a  conple  old  and  gray. 

With  a  smile  of  sweet  contentment,  linger  still ; 
Though  the  years  have  talcen  fliglit,  yet  they  seem  to  hear  to-nigbt 

Those  sweet  wedding  bells  that  echoed  o'er  tlie  hill. 
Kear  the  end  of  life  are  they,  but  just  as  dear  to-diiy 

Are  the  loves  they  plithtt'd  in  tlieir  >oiith  so  fiiir. 
And  they  tallt  of  olden  times,  and  the  merry  wedding  ctiimea. 

While  once  again  the  old  man  whispers  there:— CV/orui. 


0 


ll 


ii> 


M  Seril 


1 


m  •» 


Copyright,  1894,  by  T.  I).  Harms  &  Co.    English  copyright  secured. 

M  a  •     

All  rights  reserved. 
.    ^  «  *     . 


The  Words  and  Mnstc  of  this  Sonff,  arraneed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreaa,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  One  Dollar, 
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■     <  »  »     I 

Words  and  Music  by  Chaunccy  OIcotL 

■     ^  I  •     ■ 

Katy,  my  darling,  alono  I  am  waiting. 

Waiting  and  watching  alone  by  the  stile. 
Why  lieep  ine  here,  wliile  my  henrt  is  inside,  dearf 
So  open  your  door,  love,  and  give  me  your  smile. 
You  promised  you'd  meet  nic  at  ei«ht,  bv  the  stile,  dear; 

Wliere  are  you  now,  wliile  your  lover  is  liereT  ~  ,; 

Oh.  come  to  uie  quiclcly,  my  heart  it  is  yearning. 
Yearning  and  wuitiug  for  you,  Katy  diar. 

Ah,  never  fear,  you'll  be  safe  in  my  keeping, 

1  will  gimrd  o'er  you,  asleep  or  nwalte, 
Nothing  Mn  liarin  you  while  my  love's  around  yoa; 

I'd  lay  down  my  life,  Katy,  for  your  dear  salte. 
As  true  as  ttie  stiirs  |{(!fpint!  wiitcli  thro' the  long  night. 

Such  will  my  faithful  waich  consiaurly  he; 
To  cheer  you,  to  guide  you  o'er  life's  stormy  ocean, 

Give  me  but  that  lot,  and  joy  walls  forme. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  B.  Lawlor  and  James  W.  Blake. 


Down  around  the  Battery,  ine  and  Jennie  Slattcry, 

There  every  evening  .vc  go  for  a  wallc; 
Going  toeetlier  a  year  or  more,  what  are  they  keeping  comp'ny  for? 

'^u'd  be  snrprised  to  hear  how  all  the  neighbors  talk. 

Cuonns. 
Pretty  Jennie  Slattery,  pay-day  next  Saturday, 

Sunday  night  a  wedding  down  at  Tracy's; 
Who'd  have  tlionglit  a  year  ago  that  Ihe  boy  who  was  BO  slow, 

Would  marry  tliu  prettiest  girl  that  works  in  Macy's. 

Talk  nbont  your  jealousy— wliat  won't  the  fellows  Bay     >  ;,  .     ^ 

When  I  am  married  to  my  pretty  Jen.; 
I've  got  nothing  and  neither  fins  she,  so  much  the  better  for  her  and  me. 

For  if  1  Btrilie  it  rich,  we'll  be  twice  aa  happy  then.— CAon«. 

To  a  flat  np  town  we'll  go,  which  Jennie  will  keep  just  so,  ; 

Then  foiljs  will  sny  that  we're  in  the  swim;  [thin; 

Sunshine  and  shadow  It  may  creep  in— we'll  stick  together  through  tliick  and 

I  luiow  iny  Jennie— yea,  and  aUe  kuowa  her  Tim.— C'/iorut. 
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Words  and  Music  by  George  C.  Elilwards. 

"■   Sisters  are  nice  lo  liave  sometimes. 
But  I  think  they're  oft  ill  the  way; 
For  insiaiice,  when  you  have  a  sweetheart, 
;..  Then  three  is  a  crowd,  so  they  say;  " 

«   I've  a  sister  quite  young,  Imt  she  had  sach  a  tongiu^ 
And  whene'er  I  look  her  but,  . 

If  I  met  a  benu.  slie'il  look  at  me  so,  -       -      " 

And  then  shake  her  finger  and  shout; 

OUORUS. 

"I'm  going  to  tell  on  yon  when  home  I  go;l 
You'll  get  a  scoldine  then  for  acting  so; 
You've  iieen  flirting  all  the  day; 
And  when  I  go  home  I'll  tell  on  you,  Katiel** 

-•       :     How  I  would  coax  lier  with  candy. 

To  just  make  her  husli  for  a  while; 
But  nothing  would  keep  her  tongue  quiet; 
>  Slie'd  pout,  and  she  never  would  smile; 

Then  wherever  I  went,  she  to  go  still  was  bent; 
Sure  to  quarrel  on  the  way; 
-      -    Ho  nialter  who  henril,  she'd  have  the  last  word. 
And  this  is  wliat  she'd  always  say:— C'AOTM. 

Kow,  T  am  married  and  settled. 

And  hapiiy  as  happy  can  be. 
Still  siiigin<;  a  song  to  the  baby, 

While  granny  is  making  Ihe  tea; 
We've  a  neat  little  home,  and  it's  all,  all  our  own, 
•  So  our  hearts  are  ligtit  and  gay; 

And  that  sister  small,  I  never  hear  bawl 

These  words  that  she  oft  used  to  eay:— Chorus. 


I'll  Not  Go  Out  with  Riley 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 

*  a  — — ■ 


My  old  friend  Johnnie  Riley  says,  "  Come  Mac,  along  with  me; 
I  mean  to  draw  me  pension  and  we'll  liave  a  real  old  spree; 
We'll  both  go  down  to  Murphy's,  then  we'll  stoji  in  ou  Magee, 
And  have  a  drink  or  two  at  Minses  Grady's." 
Says  I,  "Now,  John,  come  home;  leave  the  drink  and  stuff  alone. 

And  you'll  feel  the  better  man  to-moriow  morn." 
"Devil-a-foot,"  he  says,  "  I  will,  sure  I  mean  to  have  me  fill," 

8b,  like  a  fool,  I  had  to  go  along. 

(^IIORUB. 

But  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more; 

Every  bone  within  me  body  since  is  sore; 
Sure  he  cot  me  in  a  fl:;lit,  and  leave  them  lock  me  np  all  night. 

No!  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 

Next  morning  Riley  snid  to  me,  "  Indeed,  I'm  sorry.  Mack." 

Says  T,  "  1  want  no  sympathy  or  anything  like  that; 

Now  if  you  had  stood  by  me  w  hen  you  got  me  in  a  scrap, 

I  would'nt  iM-en  the  sight  I  am  this  moiiiing." 

Says  he,  "Tut,  tut,  don't  fret,  sure  I've  plenty  money  yet; 

Now  cheer  up,  and  we'll  l'o  out  and  take  a  drop  " — 
So,  like  a  fool  ut;ain,  sure  I  iliil  the  very  same. 

And  went  witli  Riley,  when  I  swore  I'd  not. 

CnORITB. 

But  I'll  not  go  otit  with  Riley  any  more; 

Just  for  fun,  lie  poked  a  p'licenian  in  the  jaw; 
Then  he  ran  away,  did  he,  and  let  the  coppijr  collar  me. 

So  I'll  not  go  out  \^th  Riley  any  more. 

Kow  Riley,  here  a  week  ago,  went  out  one  night  alone. 

Although  he  called  around  for  me,  I'm  L'lad  I  wasn't  home; 

Me  wife,  she  says,  "  It's  likely  that  you'll  find  him  at  Mctiloue's." 

Says  he,  "I'll  stop  there,  Misses  McAnally." 

He'd  gone  a  block  or  more,  wlien  a  danuliiig  wire  he  saw. 

Ana  so  gently  in  the  breezes  did  it  sway. 
And  lie  thought  the  wire  was  dead,  hut  'twas  full  of  life  instead, 

That  happened  just  a  week  ago  to-day. 

Cnoniia. 
But  I'll  not  go  out  with  Riley  any  more; 

It  was  yesterday  the  la«l  of  him  I  saw; 
Ab  the  funeral  wound  away,  sure  then  I  to  meself  did  aay. 

Now,  I  can't  go  out  with  Riley  any  more. 


Rend  for  Free  Cntal -giie  of  Song  Rooks.  L<'tter  Writeit>.  Dream  TSooks.  Fortrine  Tell- 
ers. Trick  Books.  Mecitalion  B..oki>.  IV.mv  II;.Mii.|k.  Cull  Bixms.  J..kc  BooWx.  Sketch  Books, 
Hlumii  S|>ee('he)i.  IrMi  Sontr  Ho-ki..  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aiiiu«eniei.l.  .she«!t  Music,  etc., 
to  Ueury  J.  WebmaD.  UV &  133  I'aik  Ituw,  Ii«w  Voikj  orU&a  H. Uadiaoo  itt.,CljloaC(k 


*^. 


^  *  » 


CopTiight,  1894,  by  T.  n.  narms  &  Co.    EiiKllsb  copyrlfrht  aecnred. 


All  I  Ights  reserved. 


drenK. 

8be«l  liusic.'Oei  riiiiii  Souk  Buoks,  Ltatrr  Writeia,  Dreaiii  Booka,  Joke  Booki,  etc 


Words  by  Tbos.  Lo  Mock. 
■    ^  » 


Music  by  Andron  Hock. 


Tell  me  whiit  yon  doP8  with  all  your  money,  pays  Phoebe; 

Tell  iiie  how  yon  Rite  riil  of  all  your  money,  saye  Phoebe. 

I  take*  out  the  dice  ami  rolls  dein,  ho:  is  ilat  you  seveu?  Mm,  Mmf  No,  no; 

till,  data  tie  way  my  money  does  ro,  Phoebe. 

ItEPRAIN. 

Oh,  oh,  oh,  please  lemme  know,  Phoebe,  if  yon  love  me,  tell  me  so; 
Oh,  oh,  oU,  please  lemme  know,  Phoebe,  if  you  love  me,  tell  me  so. 

Chorus. 

Stare  are  shining,  the  moon  am  climbinpr,  meet  me,  Phoebe  Jane; 

Come,  my  honey,  1  se  not  money,  and  we'll  take  tlie  train. 

When  the  whit'ry  winils  bo}(iu  to  blow,  says  Phoebe, 

Noihint;  then  in  sii;ht  for  to  eat  but  snow,  says  Phoebe. 

I  gathers  the  money  layiu'  'round,  you  eaves  yours  up  and  I  saves  mine  down; 

OU,  liold  your  job,  we'll  own  this  town,  Phoebe.— i;«/"/'atn  if  Chorus. 
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Parody  by  Will  H.  Barry. 


Bond  for  Free  Oatatotrne  of  Sonir  Books.  T.«>tt<>r  Writers,  Dreum  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
er* Trick  Ftiioka  Recitation  nooks,  IVnny  Ballads,  Call  Books,  Joke  B.okB,  Sketch  Books, 
Btu'mp  Speeches,  li  i.»h  S-iiR  Books,  Cook  Bnoks,  Boi>k8  of  Anmsemeiit,  Sl.e.-t  Music,  etO„ 
to  Henry  J.  Wehni&u.  110  A  Hi  Park  Kow.  New  Yurkj  or  126  W.  Modlson  Street.  Cbicasa 

Down  on  Dlnny  Casey's  old  brown,  wooden  stoop. 

The  boys,  when  on  a  Jag,  at  night  were  sure  to  coop; 

Lying  there  togetlier,  none  of  lliem  could  walk, 

Wfcile  the  "  Guinea"  elobbed  the  chestnuts  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  Tork. 

Chords. 

This  side,  tlmt  side,  staecering  'round  the  town, 

We  won't  go  home  'till  morning,  London  bridge  is  falling  down. 

Out  on  a  hum  together,  me  and  Rummy  Rorke, 

Slipped  and  spoiled  our  faces  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York. 

That's  where  Johnny  Casey  won  Oppie  Dildock's  cow, 

With  Jnkey  Krouse,  the  iwggar,  w  ho's  always  out  for  donf;h; 

Pretty  Nellie  Shannon,  with  a  head  ns  light  as  cork. 

Tripped  and  fell  fantastically,  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York.— CWortt*. 

Things  have  changed  oince  that  time,  some  are  np  the  spoat. 

Others  tiny  are  np  in  jail,  with  no  one  to  hail  them  out; 

They  would  part  with  all  they've  got,  and  with  envy  they  would  gawk. 

To  aee  a  bum,  chock  full  of  ram,  on  the  sidewalks  of  New  York.— 6'Aoru«. 


A  GRUEL  HISS 
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Words  and  Music  by  Joe  Flyun. 
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Parody  by  Al.  Overton. 
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We  left  New  York  one  summer's  day,  my  old  pal  Jack  and  I. 
For  we  were  on  the  hog,  you  know,  and  thought  the  road  we'd  try; 
We  jtst  blew  in  a  million,  which  we  both  had  in  our  minds— 
We  loetour  minds  in  searcti  of  work,  now  our  money  we  can't  find. 
Our  first  slop  It  was  Iloboken,  a  nice  town,  I  don't  think; 
If  a  fellow  stops  there  over  night,  next  day  he'll  take  to  drink. 
My  i>ard  and  1  we  found  a  place  beneath  an  old  woodshed; 
tiays  Jack  to  me,  "Come,  let's  bunk  in  and  rest  oar  weary  bead." 

Chorus. 

Only  a  kick  from  a  Dutch  copper's  boot. 

Only  a  good  swinging  punch  in  the  snoot— 
"■        Tlie  cop  had  his  girl  making  love  In  the  shed; 

lie  thought  we  might  queer  him,  so  be  left  us  for  dead. 

Now  wc  have  wandered  many  miles,  we've  traveled  on  onr  front; 
We've  had  our  siiare  of  troul>le,  boys,  while  for  the  grub  we'd  hunt. 
At  "slamming  gates"  you  bet  we're  good,  we're  always  out  for  "graft;'* 
When  farmers  tell  us  to  saw  wood  we  always  have  a  laugh. 
'TIS  many  moona  since  we  have  worked,  the  word  gives  us  a  chill — 
If  someone  offered  us  a  jolj  I  know  we'd  Iwth  get  ill. 
When  we  were  boys  it  was  not  so,  for  we  were  light  and  gay. 
Bat  cigarettes  and  lager  beer  have  put  us  here  to-day. 

Chortjb. 

Only  two  tramps  that  are  out  for  a  meal. 

Only  two  bums,  always  ready  lo  steal; 

Of  all  the  towns  that  we  have  worked.  New  York  is  the  beat; 

Vor  "  free  pAft "  and  "  bang-outs,"  wky  she  beata  all  the  reit 


■    ^  e  ^    ■ 

Dan  McOlnty  went  Into  the  opera  show. 

With  his  old  wife  Mary  Ann, 
And  he  took  a  front  seai,  near  the  middle  aisle. 

Amongst  the  biild-lieaded  clan; 
But  be  wasn't  |>rep:tred  for  the  sights  he  saw. 

And  he  laughed  with  migiit  and  main. 
When  the  living  pictures  came  to  view; 

Why  he  nearly  went  Insane. 

Chorus. 
When  he  saw  the  Sleeping  Beauty,  why  he  pot  snch  a  shock 
You  could  hear  his  heart  a-tickiug  like  an  eight-day  clock. 
Then  he  danced  and  he  pranced,  and  says  he,  "  I've  been  to  France, 

But  that's  the  finest  sight  1  ever  saw;" 
Then  his  eyes  bulged  out,  he  liegan  for  to  shont; 
The  gallery  hoys  they  hollered,  "Put  that  Zulu  out." 
Then  his  wife  grahlied  his  feet,  pulled  him  under  the  Beat, 

So  be  couldu't  gaze  upon  the  living  pictures. 

Chorus. 
When  the  girl  who  posed  as  Venus,  with  her  form  so  grand, 
"Jfou  could  hear  McOinty  holler  'way  above  the  band. 
Then  says  he,  "Miiry  Ann,  yon  will  lose  yonr  old  man 

If  yon  don't  be  quick  and  take  me  out  entirely;" 
When  he  saw  the  lady  bathers,  he  jumped  like  a  hare, 
It  took  nine  ushers  for  to  hold  him  in  his  chair; 
Then  he  whispered,  with  a  grin.  "Mar^  Ann,  go  take  a  swim 

With  the  lady  bathers  in  the  living  pictarcs. 

Chorus. 
When  he  saw  the  other  picture  we  thnught  snre  he  wonld  die. 
It  was  Adam  and  Eve  L'azing  up  to  the  sky. 
Then  he  hollered,  "Mary,  dear,  oh,  why  aid  yoa  bring  me  here, 

I  can  never  love  you  now  the  way  I  used  to;" 
Then  he  lookcil  at  Mother  Eve,  and  loudly  he  bawled, 
"Be  golly,  you'll  t>e  Chilly  when  the  snow  does  fall;" 
Then  the  ushers  gral-  betl  him  nice,  stuck  his  head  in  a  pail  of  Ice, 

Just  to  keep  him  cool  while  at  the  living  pictures. 

Chorus. 
Then  he  leaped  and  he  creeped,  and  he  took  another  peep, 
And  the  way  he  carried  on  nunle  the  audience  weep. 
Then  his  wife  says,  "  Dan,  do  come  home  like  a  man. 

If  you  must  have  living  pictures,  I  will  do  them;" 
But  lie  didn't  liear  her  s|>eiik,  he  was  off  in  a  trance. 
Standing  on  a  chair,  doing  tlie  "Iloochy  Coochy  "  dance; 
When  the  last  girl  posed,  why  they  had  to  turn  the  hose 

On  McOiuty,  when  he  saw  the  living  pictures. 
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Words  by  Cbas.  Edwards.     Music  by  Q«o.  C.  EMwarda. 

■     ■  e  »     

I  went'wp  to  heaven.  Peter  wouldn't  let  me  In, 

Walkini!  on  de  rainl>ow  in  de  sky. 
He  said.  "  No,  nigger,  you're  loaded  down  with  Bin,'* 

Walking  on  de  rain))ow  in  de  sky. 
It's  a  crooked  road,  you  have  to  stand  In  line. 
No  pushing  or  no  shoving,  you  must  take  your  time; 
When  Peter  shakes  his  head,  'tis  then  de  bells  will  ring, 
And  you  hear  de  angels  sing: 

Chorub. 
Come  all  yon  children,  come  all  yon  children. 

Come  all  you  children,  we  will  reach  there  by  and  by; 
Ohl  cnme  along  yon  children,  come  along  all  yon  children. 
And  you  had  better  not  slip,  or  yon  will  cut  your  upper  llp^ 

When  yoa're  walking  on  de  rainbow  In  de  sky. 

A  big  fat  nigger,  and  his  name  was  Samuel  Right. 

Walking  on  de  rainbow  In  de  skv; 
Ab  black  as  coal,  and  always  full  of  fight, 

Walking  on  de  rainbow  in  de  sky. 
Peter  said  to  Right,  it's  chickens  you  did  steal. 
And  i.'ral)he<l  'cm  by  de  neck,  so  they  couldn't  sqaea),       ' 
Then  Peter  slammed  the  gate,  and  all  de  bells  did  ring. 
Then  we  heard  de  angels  eiug:—Choru$. 

When  it  rains  np  in  heaven  all  de  niggers  have  to  work. 

Walking  on  de  rainbow  in  de  sky; 
A  hose  in  yonr  hand,  you  wear  a  big  red  ahlrt. 

Walking  on  de  rainhow  In  de  sky. 
To  wash  de  clouds,  and  make  the  stars  to  Bhlne, 
From  seven  in  de  morning  until  after  nine. 
And  when  de  sun  am  out,  and  all  de  bells  dO  llllft 
Tben  yon  hear  de  angels  sing :—  Chonu. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Dave  Marion. 

I    <  a  »    I ■-•.- 

There's  only  one  girl  In  the  world  that  I  would  call  my  wife, 

And  the  girl  I  sing  of  I  love  tlcarer  than  my  life; 

My  sweetheart's  age  is  jast  eighteen— she  greets  me  with  a  smile, 

And  when  she  suys  good  evening,  John,  I'm  thinking  all  the  while  that  there  is 

Chortts. 
Only  one  girl  in  the  world  for  me, 
■-'■-;.:  Only  one  girl  has  my  sympathy; 

.  ■        She's  not  so  very  pretty,  or  of  a  high  degree — 

There's  only  one  girl  in  the  world  for  me. 

My  sweetheart  is  an  orphan,  and  I'm  a  factory  lad, 

But  if  work  was  steady,  why  it  would  not  be  so  bad;  ■       ' 

We've  been  engaged  just  one  year,  and  last  night  at  the  gate 

She  said,  as  tears  rose  in  hereyes,  my  own  true  love,  I'll  wait.    So  there  is — Cko. 


I 
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Words  and  Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 
•    ^%m    • 


I've  the  sweetest  girl  in  town— sweetest  name,  Jennie  Brown; 

I'm  tlie  envy  of  tlie  lads  for  miles  around; 

They  would  gladly  kiss  the  ground  where  she  walks,  Jennie  Brown, 

Bill  she's  eyes  for  only  me,  this  sweet  Jennie  Brown; 

Twice  a  week  she  lets  me  come  (o  spend  the  evenings  at  her  home. 

Sunday  evenings  after  tea  she  goes  out  to  walk  with  me, 

'I'lien  we  talk  of  love  so  sweet,  as  we  wander  down  the  street; 

Jealous  eyes  upon  me  Blare,  but  I  do  not  care. 

Chorus. 
I  know  that  she  loves  me,  and  that's  enough  for  me; 
I  love  Jennie,  and  she  says  that  I  am  her  sweetheart; 
I  know  that  she  loves  me,  and  that's  enoui;h  for  me; 
I  am  liappy  in  the  love  of  sweet  Jennie  Brown. 

Smiling  face,  with  ne'er  a  frown,  has  my  love,  Jennie  Brown; 
Even  BO  bright  and  lips  so  red,  and  dimples  round; 
Mother  thinks  she's  just  too  sweet,  form  so  neat,  tiny  feet. 
Calls  her  daughter  when  they  meet,  my  sweet  Jennie  Brown: 
Lately,  when  we  lake  a  walk,  of  other  things  than  love  to  talk —  . 
Tables,  carpets,  china-wares,  l>ed-room,  parlor  suits  and  chairs. 
Jennie  talks  of  a  home  for  three— mother,  Jennie,  and  for  me; 
Says  that  she  my  lot  will  share,  now  why  should  I  cure?— CAorw*. 


FRIENDLY  NEIGHBORS 

For  Twenty-five  Years 

I      *  S  »      I 
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Words  by  Fred  Darcy.    Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 

I    •  s  »    I 

My  name  Is  O'Brien,  I'm  a  great  politician, 

I  came  from  the  evergreen  sod, 
While  my  friend  Michael  Ryan, 

Wliose  honest  position  ill  life  is  to  carry  the  hod, 
We're  always  a-joking,  we  never  are  croaking, 
,  With  laughter  and  singing  we  drive  away  tears; 

We're  always  hand-shaking,  and  never  leave-taking. 

Friendly  neighbors  for  twenty-five  years. 

Chorus. 
Our  families  both,  for  many  a  day,  have  lived  side  by  side; 
Tlie  years  have  come  and  passed  away,  but  our  friendship  has  never  died; 
We  both  eet  tight,  but  never  fight,  so  we've  no  cause  for  fears- 
Michael  Ryan,  Pat  O'Brien,  friendly  neighbors  for  twenty-five  years. 

We  never  go  out  unless  we  go  together; 

We're  both  like  the  Siamese  twins;  .'    - 

No  two  lietter  friends  ever  stepped  in  shoe  leather — 
'     '  The  style  we  possess  always  wins.  '  ^ 

The  full  approbation  of  all  our  great  nation 
Is  given  to  us  two  witbont  donlit  or  sneers.  '  ■■ 

■..-..         When  you  find  O'Brien,  you'll  surely  find  Ryan—  > 

Friendly  neighbors  for  twenty-five  years.— CAortM. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Charles  Qraham.       .       '  * 

, —  m  »  m     I 

•' Now,  Papa,"  said  Benny,  "  please  tell  US  again 

The  tale  of  the  little  toy  drum  Mamma  keepeT" 
•"Twas  your  uncle's,"  he  said,  "  boy,  who  went  to  the  W»r— 

In  a  spot  far  away  with  brave  heroes  he  sleeps— 
On  his  birthday  your  dear  mother  gave  it  to  him; 

She  was  proud  of  her  gay  little  brother,  I  know; 
He  put  on  a  big  one  when  war  was  declared. 

And  told  U8,  a  drummer  boy,  with  us  he'd  go.'* 

Chorus. 
The  little  toy  dmm,  with  its  riblionB  and  all. 

He  treasured  so  much,  years  ngo. 
He  gave  to  your  mother,  and  answered  the  call 

For  soldiers  and  heroes,  you  know; 
She  placed  it  away  on  the  very  same  day 

That  she  heard  he  would  never  come  back. 
And  the  little  toy  drum  with  her  always  will  stay. 

That  was  left  by  your  Uncle  Jack. 

"The  mb-a-dnb-dub  of  his  drum  could  be  heard 

Away  In  the  front  and  inspiring  the  men. 
But  one  day  it  was  silent— we  found  liim  that  night. 

With  the  drum  by  his  side,  he  would  ne'er  beat  again;  "^ 

Your  mother  is  sad  when  elie  thinks  of  his  fate. 

And,  although  of  the  story  she  seldom  will  speak, 
She  knows  that  a  brave  little  hero  was  he. 

And  the  thought  brings  the  blushea  of  pride  to  her  cheek."— Chorus. 

Denied  a  Home 

-■ 1     m  »  m — • 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 

A  poor,  aged  couple  one  day  on  the  street 

Stood  asking  assistance  of  each  one  they'd  meet; 

The  snow  it  was  falling,  they  shivered  with  cold— 

I  thought,  what  a  pity,  so  feeble  and  old; 

I  gave  them  assistance,  they  thanited  with  a  bow; 

I  asked  if  they'd  no  one  to  care  for  them  now— 

Have  you  no  children  to  whom  you  could  lookT 

They  answered  me  sadly,  their  old  heads  Ibey  shoolc— Tes— 

Chorus. 
We  had  two  children,  two  bright,  loving  boys; 
They  were  our  idols,  our  pride  and  our  ioys; 
The  youngest,  he  left  us,  the  wide  world  to  roam. 
The  other's  a  banker,  denies  us  a  home. 

While  hearing  their  story,  a  stranger  drew  nigh; 

I  saw,  by  appearance,  he'd  not  )>as8  them  by; 

He  gazed  but  a  moment,  then  cried  in  surprise: 

"WhatI  father  and  mother?  "  while  tears  filled  his  eyes; 

He  spoke  of  a  brother  be  left  years  ago— 

"Oh,  is  he  so  cruel,  to  treat  you  both  so? 

Now  I  have  plenty,  you'll  not  want  in  vain  "; 

And  still  I  can  fancy  I  hear  them  agaiu:— Yes— CAortM. 

A  year  has  rolled  over  since  first  I  did  meet 

The  old  couple  begging  out  in  the  cold  street; 

The  son,  who,  in  luxury,  was  forced  to  the  wall. 

In  wjld  speculations  lost  fortune  and  all. 

The  old  folks,  in  pity,  they  took  him  in,  then; 

A  home,  too,  they  gave  him,  which  lie  denied  them; 

Now  they  are  happy  and  thankful  to-day. 

And  yet  I  can  hear  them  as  on  that  cold  day:— Yes— CAonw. 
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Words  and  Music  by  FRANK  ADDIS  KENT. 
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1.  "When    de       sun      am     gone       to       rest, 

2.  All      day       in        de         cot   -    ton     fields, 

3.  Ten      long    years    hab      rolled     a    •    way, 
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Far  be  •  hind  the  hills,.. 
'Neath  de  broil  -  ing  sun,.,. 
Since    dose    moon  -  light     nights,. 


And  de  dark  -  ies  work  am  done, 
Sam  -  bo  works  and  thinks  ob  her, 
Sam     and       Su  •  sie's       on        de      plac^ 
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There's  No  Place  Like  the  Old  Home  After  All 
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When  I  left  school  long  years  ago  I  was  a  wayward  child,  ; 
1  took  deiiiilit  in  any  sport  which  happened  to  be  wild; 
Kind  parents  never  could  control  the  mischief  strong  in  me. 
Till,  bet-dless  uf  their  good  advice,  I  ran  away  to  sea. 
I  tbouglit  of  all  the  happiness  that  now  wonid  surely  come, 
When  I  should  be  away  from  those  who  ruled  me  when  at  home; 
But  after  all  the  weary  years  that  since  have  passed  away 
My  thouijhts  return  to  those  at  home,  and  tearfully  I  say: 

Chords. 
>    ■.  It  ni;iy  not  be  a  mansion  with  roses 'round  the  door, 

It  may  not  have  a  pnrlur  with  carpet  on  the  floor; 
But  wlien  you're  far  away  in  sorrow  you  will  say: 
There's  no  place'like  the  old  home  after  all. 


In  many  foreign  lands  I've  been  since  I  began  to  roam, 

Yet  I  have  met  no  friends  who  could  compare  with  those  at  home; 

There  naught  but  loving  words  prevail,  in  sickness  or  in  health, 

And  anxious  parents  welcome  yon  in  poverty  or  wealth. 

Then  wayward  sons  and  daughters  have  a  thought  for  parents  dear, 

To-night  at  home  your  vacant  chaira  will  cause  them  many  a  tear; 

So  nourish  and  protect  them  while  this  earth  they  are  upon. 

You'll  miss  the  dear  old  folks  at  home  when  they  are  dead  and  gone. 

Chobcs. 
It  may  not  be  a  mansion  with  roses  'ronnd  the  door. 
It  may  not  be  a  parlor  with  carpet  on  the  floor; 
But  when  you're  far  away  in  sorrow  you  will  say: 
There's  no  place  like  the  old  home  after  all. 


HOW  NICE 

THAT  ALL  MUST  BE 
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Words  and  Music  by  Barry  S.  Miller. 


Wlieu  the  moon  has  lit  the  gloom  .ind  stars  begin  to  shine. 
Whip-poor-will,  from  o'er  the  hill,  his  evening  song  does  chime, 
Then  you  start,  with  happy  heart,  your  darling  girl  to  see; 
Perhaps  she'll  wait  for  you  at  the  gate— bow  nice  that  all  must  be. 

Chords. 
Yon  take  her  arm  within  year  own,  down  the  lane  together  roam 
To  love's  retreat,  and  there,  alone,  beneath  some  favorite  tree. 
You  tell  her  she's  your  turtle-dove,  swear  to  her,  by  all  above. 
That  she's  the  only  girl  you  love— how  nice  that  all  must  be. 

'Neath  the  trees  you  sit  at  ease,  your  darling  by  your  side, 
'Round  her  waist  your  arm  is  placed  and  silly  words  are  tried. 
Ou  your  breast  her  head  does  rest,  of  course  there's  none  like  she. 
You  can't  resist  to  steal  a  kiss— how  nice  that  all  must  be. 

Chorus. 
With  happy  heart  your  steps  retrace— as  you  gaze  into  her  face 
A  smile  of  love  you  may  there  trace,  a  smile  that  is  meant  for  thee. 
But  still  the  stars  shine  bright  above,  liomeward  going  with  your  love. 
The  old  man's  waiting  with  a  club— bow  nice  that  all  must  be. 

While  dad's  asleep,  the  girl  you  meet  some  other  night  as  fair, 

Down  the  lane  you  go  again,  and  love  to  her  declare. 

You  caress,  she  answers,  "Yes,"  to  questions  asked  by  thee; 

At  last  'tis  said  and  you're  happy  made— how  nice  that  all  must  be. 

Chorus. 
Then  soon  the  happy  day  does  come,  then,  of  course,  you're  both  made  one. 
And  really  glad  the  thing  is  done,  to  that  you  will  both  agree. 
Yon  start  to  take  her  to  her  home,  you  know  you  can't  get  in  your  own, 
And  by  lier  dad  the  door  you're  shown— how  nice  that  all  must  be. 

Soon  a  home  get  of  your  own,  where  yon  and  little  wife 
Live  quiie  gay  us  mouths  pass  'way,  enjoy  the  best  of  life. 
Aunts  hikI  cousins  then  come  by  dozens,  stop  for  dinner  and  tea; 
Don't  uiiud  at  first,  but  when  it  gets  worse— how  nice  that  all  must  be. 

Chorus. 
Then  bills  they  come  in  by  the  score,  doctors,  bakers'  many  move; 
Instead  of  rich,  you're  getting  poor,  and  that  you  daily  do  see; 
A  dozen  children,  say,  you've ROt,  find  us  you  come  from  your  shop. 
Your  wife  has  skipped,  left  you  the  lot- how  nice  that  all  must  be. 


BROKEN  HEARTS 
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Words  by  James  Thornton.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 

^  •■^•~- 

This  world  i«  but  the  stage  of  life,  the  mighty  Master  said. 
On  which  most  men  and  women  play,  to  earn  their  daily  bread; 
With  lawyers,  doctors,  diplomats  and  preachers  in  the  cast. 
Who  fill  the  parts  made  vacant  by  their  brothers  who  have  passed. 
The  hypocrite  he  wears  a  mask,  'tis  but  for  ontward  show, 
And  crime  goes  by  unpunished,  for  blind  justice  oft  is  slow; 
The  milliouaire  and  workinnman  play  most  important  parts. 
They  form  the  two  great  factors  in  the  play  of  "Broken  Hearts." 

Chorus. 

The  first  scene  is  a  cottage,  where  the  roof  lets  in  the  rain; 

There's  a  father  almost  famished,  there's  a  mother  ill  with  pain. 

There's  the  money  king  who  orders  their  eviction,  then  departs. 

That's  the  first  scene  that  I  witnessed  in  tlie  play  of  "Broken  Heart!." 
The  next  scene  was  a  mansion  in  a  land  acros^lie  sea. 
By  acres  wide  surrounded,  and  the  home  of  royalty; 
Its  owner  is  of  noble  birth  and  lord  of  liis  domains. 
And  boasted  of  the  ancient  blood  that  flow'd  within  his  veins. 
Now  comes  another  character,  a  girl  quite  voung  in  years. 
Her  face  it  wears  a  troubled  look,  her  cheeks  are  stained  with  tears; 
She  meets  the  young  lord  face  to  face,  he  turns  pale,  then  he  st&ria. 
He  met  her  in  the  first  act  of  ttxp  play  called  "Broken  Hearts." 

Chorus. 

He  promised  he  would  marry  her,  she  trustingly  believed. 

But  wlien  the  day  appointed  came  she  found  she'd  been  deceived; 

Now  the  servants  drive  her  from  the  door,  in  ehame  the  girl  departs. 

That's  another  scene  I  witnessed  in  the  play  of  "Broken  Hearts." 

Amid  the  sound  of  marriage  bells  a  couple  went  their  way, 

A  youth  and  maiden,  smiling  sweet,  for  'tis  their  wedding  day. 

They  vow  to  love  each  other  true  along  life's  rough  career; 

A  baby  blessed  their  union  ere  they  had  l)een  wed  a  year. 

But  sad.  alas!  One  day  to  her  the  evil  tempter  came: 

He  told  tier  he  could  leail  her  to  the  very  gates  of  fame. 

She  left  her  husband  and  her  child  and  fled  to  foreign  parts. 

In  silence  he  forgives  her,  in  the  play  of  "Broken  Hearts." 

Chorus. 
There's  a  husband  sadly  waiting,  for  bis  love  will  never  die; 
He  tells  his  little  daughter,  mother's  coming  bye-and-bye. 
He  bows  his  head  to  tiide  the  tears  that  to  bis  eye-lids  start. 
That's  the  saddest  scene  I  witnessed  in  the  play  of  "  Broken  Hearts." 

Now  comes  the  grand  finale  upon  which  the  curtain  falls, 
The  scene  it  is  a  battle-field,  upt^n  by  cannon  balls; 
It  is  a  field  of  carnage  dire,  witlrtlooUy  corpses  strewn; 
'■'..        The  battle  rages  fierce  and  wild,  but 'twill  be  ended  soon. 
The  enemy  have  fied,  and  wounded  soldiers  shout  with  joy. 
And  there  among  their  uuml}er  lay  a  dying  drummer  boy: 
A  comrade  lifts  him  tenderly,  the  lad  these  words  imparts: 
"  Tell  mother  I  died  fighting  in  life's  play  of  '  Broken  Hearts.* " 

Chorus. 

There's  a  poor,  old,  gray-haired  mother  waiting  for  her  boy  to  come; 

She  id^hinking  of  the  mtirning  when  she  buckled  on  his  drum. 

The  news  arrives  her  boy  is  dead— from  Chis  life  she  departs.         .^j 

That's  the  last  scene  that  I  witnessed  in  the  play  of  "Broken  Heans." 


I  DON'T  WANT  TO  PLAY  IN  YOUR  YARD 

. — m  %  m     I 
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Once  there  lived,  side  by  side,  two  little  maids; 
Used  to  dress  just  alike — hair  down  in  braids, 
Blue  ging'am  pinafores,  stockings  of  red, 
'    .  Little  sun-bonnets  tied  on  each  pretty  bead. 

When  school  was  over  secrets  they'd  tell. 
Whispering  arm  in  arm  down  by  the  well; 
One  day  a  quarrel  came,  hot  tears  were  shed— 
"  You  can't  play  in  our  yard,"  but  the  other  said: 

Chorus. 
"I  don't  want  to  play  in  yonr  yard,  I  don't  like  yon  any  more; 
You'll  be  sorry  when  you  see  me  sliding  down  our  cellar  door. 
Ton  can't  lioller  down  our  rain-barrel,  yon  can't  climb  our  apple  tree; 
I  don't  want  to  play  in  your  yard,  if  you  won't  be  good  to  me." 


m%m 


Next  day  two  little  maids  each  other  miss. 
Quarrels  are  soon  made  up,  sealed  with  a  kiss; 
Then  hand  in  hand  again  happy  they  go. 
Friends  all  thro'  life  to  be,  they  love  each  other  so. 
Soon  school  days  pats  away,  sorrows  and  bliss. 
But  love  rememl>ers  yet  quarrels  and  kiss. 
In  sweet  dreams  of  childhood  we  hear  the  cry: 
"You  can't  play  in  our  yard,"  and  the  old  reply: 

Chobus. 
"I  don't  want  to  play  in  your  yard,  I  don't  like  yon  any  more; 
You'll  be  sorry  when  you  see  me  sliding  down  our  cellar  door. 
You  can't  holler  down  our  raiu-barrel,  you  can't  climb  onr  apple  tree; 
I  don't  want  to  play  in  your  yard,  if  you  won't  be  good  to  me." 


•^  ^ilV-  U\.- is<S V-!^-  ^.iirfQ«'i 


SINCE  MY  MOTHER'S  DEAD  AND  GONE. 


SONG   AND   CHORUS. 


Andante  moderato. 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  SkeluT, 


^ — * — ih~f — ^— I 


1.  In 

that    dear      old 

vil- 

lage    church  -  yard, 

There 

2.   I 

was  young,  but 

I 

re   -   mem    -    ber 

Well 

3.  Oft 

I      wan  -  der 

to 

that    church  -  yard, 

Flow'rs 

I  see  a  nioas  -  y 
the  night  my  moth  -  er 
to    plant  with     ten  -  der 


mound, 
died, 


care 


grave 


my 


1- 


moth    -     er's 
spir      -      it 


sleep 
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dear     moth 
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ing. 
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In  the      cold       and        si     -     lent    ground. 

Till  she     called     me         to  her       side. 

Dark    -    ness     finds      me     weep   -   ing      there, 


Gen     -     tly     waves    the     weep  -  ing 
Say     -      ing,    "dar  -  ling,        I        must 
Look    -     ing        at       the       sky        a  - 


■^ 


low, 

you, 

me, 
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Birds 

their 

war 

■     ble 

sing 
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dawn. 

An 

gel 

vol    . 

ces 

guide 

me 

on,— 

Wait     ■ 

ing 

for 

the 

heav'u     • 

■    ly 

dawn; 
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But         my  heart    is      sad    and 
Pray       that    we    may  meet    in 
There         is       no     one    left      to 

CHORUS. 


^^- 


Since       my  moth -er's    de-^d    and    gone! 
When    your  moth -er's   d^'^d    and    gone!" 
my  moth-er's   dead    and    gone! 


Since 


that 


dear 


■■^ 


i^- 


-<Sf~ 


old 


vU 


lage        church 


yard, 
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Oft 
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stray    with    heart      for   -   lorn; 

rit  con  espressione. 


For 


there's    no       one       left 


to 


/T\ 


-j^m. 


±: 


'f^' 


love 


me.         Since 


my         moth    -     er's  dead 
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Words  by  George  Dailey.    Music  by  Andrew  Hack. 


There  is  a  cirl  that  I  adore,  she  Uvea  acroBS  the  way; 
StaodiDg  by  lier  cottage  yate  I  see  her  every  day. 
At  iii»;lit  my  thuuuhts  oft  wander  to  the  tiny  stare  above, 
I  seeui  to  Bee  iu  every  one  the  girl  I  love. 

CnoRUB. 
Tlie  girl  I  love,  the  girl  I  love,  ' 

She  Beeiiia  to  be  in  every  tiny  etar  above< 
Every  flower,  avveet  and  rare,  every  bird  that  wings  the  air 
Kemiuds  me  o(  the  girl  I  love. 

Tho'  when  yon  wander  'round  tlie  earth,  or  sail  the  deep  bine  sea, 

M'iiiBonie  maidens  you  may  meet,  but  none  bo  fair  as  ehe. 

My  lieai  t  ie  just  a  peaceful  nest  to  hold  my  gentle  dove. 

And  Boon  I'll  wed,  with  joy  complete,  the  girl  I  love. — CAorus. 


GIRL  WANTED 

1  » > »  I 
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Jim  Brown  had  just  been  married,  lie  got  a  lovely  Bponse— 
She  said  she'd  do  the  cooking  when  they  went  keeping  honse; 
She  cooked  a  lovely  dinner,  with  vegetables  and  meat; 
He  tried  it,  then  he  told  her  it  was  not  fit  to  eat. 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  next  day  this  sign  appeared  npon  the  door; 
Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  and  wifey  is  nut  cooking  any  more; 
She  said  it  was  like  mother  used  to  make  it — 
He  told  her  if  it  was  ehe  uut;ht  to  shake  it. 
So  at  the  break  of  day  tlioeo  that  chanced  to  go  that  way 
Saw  the  sign  "  Girl  Wanted." 

The  first  girl  was  a  pretty  girl,  with  handsome  form  and  face; 
Brown  fell  in  love,  and  so,  of  course,  the  girl  secured  the  place; 
Brown's  wife  was  jealous  of  her  charms,  she  tliouiiht  something  amiss; 
She  watched  and  saw  her  hnsband  give  that  pretty  girl  a  kiss. 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  next  day  Ibis  sign  iippeared  upon  the  door; 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  that  pretty  girl  ain't  working  any  more. 

You  ought  to  see  that  pretty  girl  skedaddle; 

He  lost  his  hair  and  teeih  during  the  battle; 

So  at  the  break  of  duy  those  that  chanced  to  go  that  way 
Saw  the  Bigu  "Girl  Wanted." 

The  next  girl  was  a  country  girl,  her  face  would  give  one  frights; 
She  lost  her  breath  in  trying  to  blow  out  electric  lights. 
She  went  to  build  a  fire,  and  the  wood  was  somewhat  green. 
And  just  to  start  it  going,  why,  she  poured  on  kerosene. 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  Bcxt  day  this  sign  appeared  upon  the  door; 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  that  country  girl  ain't  working  any  more; 

And  now  she's  living  up  a  little  higher — 

No  more  she's  got  to  monkey  with  the  fire,  ' 

So  at  the  break  of  day  those  that  chanced  to  go  that  way 
Saw  the  sign  "  Girl  Wanted." 

The  next  one  was  a  colored  girl,  she  was  so  awfnl  fat, 
And  sported  chicken  feathers  npon  a  gaudy  hat- 
That  day  she  climbed  two  flights  of  stairs  to  get  a  piece  of  rope. 
But  when  she  reached  the  top,  she  stepped  upon  a  piece  of  soap. 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  next  day  this  sign  appeared  upon  the  door; 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  that  colored  girl  aiu  t  working  any  more; 

Her  funeral  occurred  next  day  at  seven — 

Another  colored  angel's  up  in  heaven. 

So  at  the  break  of  day  those  that  chanced  to  go  that  way 
Saw  the  sign  "Girl  Wanted." 

Orover  Cleveland  was  a  neighbor,  he  thonght  he'd  be  in  line- 
One  day  they  saw  liim  fuss  around  in  tacking  np  a  sign; 
Of  course  they  all  felt  curious,  they  wondered  what  it  said — 
A  crowd  soon  gathered  'ronud  it,  and  this  is  what  they  read: 

Boy  wanted,  boy  wanted,  next  day  this  sign  appeared  npon  the  door; 

Boy  wanted,  boy  wanted,  and  Grover  doesn't  want  girls  any  more. 
'    A  girl  could  never  hold  his  proud  position — 

To  have  a  boy  has  been  his  great  ambition. 

So  at  the  break  of  day  those  that  chanced  to  go  that  way 
Saw  the  sign  "  Boy  Wanted." 

The  next  girl  was  an  actress,  she'd  been  npon  the  stage- 
She  posed  in  living  pictures  when  they  were  all  tlie  rage; 
One  day  she  put  her  costumes  on  for  Brown's  special  delight. 
And  wifey,  who  had  been  down  town,  flew  in  and  saw  the  sight. 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  next  day  this  sign  appeared  upon  the  dOOr; 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  that  actress  isn't  working  any  more. 

She  nearly  broke  their  home  and  all  the  fixtures, 

For  wifey  drew  the  line  at  living  pictures, 

8o  at  the  break  of  day  those  that  chanced  to  gc  that  waj 
Saw  Uie  alga  "  Qirl  Wanted." 


EUNICE  VANCE'S  GREAT  COMIC  HIT: 

And  Her  Golden  Hair 

Was  Hanging  Down  Nei  Back. 

As  aung  also  with  unbounded  success  by  Miss  MABGhE  ELLIS. 
The  Popular  LIZZIE  BAYMOND,  and  others. 
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There  was  once  a  simple  maiden,  came  to  New  York  on  a  trip. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  haugiiii;  down  her  buck; 
Ber  cheeks  were  like  the  roses,  she'd  a  pout  upon  her  lip. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back. 
Wiien  she  landed  at  the  station  here  slie  took  a  little  stroll. 
At  everything  she  wondered,  till  she  lost  her  self-control; 
fiaid  she,  "New  York  is  quite  a  viliane,  ain't  itr  Bless  my  eoall** 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back, 

Oiionus. 
But,  oh  Janet  Doesn't  look  the  same; 
;    "  ,  When  she  left  the  village  she  was  shy. 

But  alasl  and  alackt    She's  gone  back 
With  a  naughty  little  twinkle  in  her  eye. 

She  toddled  down  Broadway,  a  bashful  smile  npon  her  face. 

And  her  golden  liair  was  hanging  down  her  back; 
A  hit  of  nice  blue  ribbon  kept  her  ringlets  in  their  place. 

For  her  golden  hair  was  hunuing  down  her  back. 
Of  course,  she  knew  her  manners,  she'd  been  taught  to  he  polite; 
Bo  w  hen  a  gent  suid  "  Hem,  good  evening! "  she  suid  "  Beiii,  good  Dlghtl" 
Said  she,  "I  am  a  straii<:er  here,  I  liopt^  you'll  treat  me  right." 

And  her  golden  hair  was  huuglug  down  her  back. —  Vfiorut. 

'  She  took  his  arm  in  confidence,  she  liked  bis  pleasant  ways. 

And  her  golden  hair  wns  bunging  down  her  back; 
At  all  the  damsels  passing  by  siie  stared  in  great  amaze. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  banging  down  her  back. 
Stie  told  him  she  was  thirsty:  "Oh,  all  right,"  said  he,  "good  bix." 
Be  took  her  to  Delmouico'a  and  treated  her  to  fizz; 
Said  she,  "  1  think  it's  nicer  than  a  glass  of  milk,  it  is." 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back.— CAortM. 

They  drank  nntil  the  artless  man  so  very  weary  grew. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  Imck: 
She  took  his  chain  and  ticker,  and  his  diamond  breastpin,  too. 

And  her  golden  b;nr  was  hanging  down  her  back. 
Then  silently  slie  left  him  as  be  slumbered  in  a  chair. 
Into  the  street  she  wandered  with  a  very  simple  air- 
She  would  have  curried  oil  the  stove  if  there  hud  been  one  there. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  back.— CAona. 

Kow,  gentle  folks,  I  warn  yon  all  to  shnn  the  simple  maid. 

When  her  golden  hair  is  hanging  down  her  buck; 
If  any  such  you  run  across  just  don't  you  be  afraid. 

When  her  golden  hair  is  Iiunging  down  her  back. 
Just  skip  the  gutter,  cross  the  Mreet,  or  tiike  another  lane. 
Or  dodge  the  corner,  take  a  cab,  or  catch  a  railway  train; 
And  as  you're  flying  up  the  street  just  sing  her  this  refrain: 

"Oh,  your  golden  hair  is  hanging  down  your  back.— CA^rtM. 
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Kind  word;*  are  spokiii  never  in  vain; 
■  -No  henrts  urt;  broken  from  their  refrain; 

Music  to  our  ears,  eweettct  uml  l)est, 
'  Through  all  the  long  years  stored  in  the  breast. 

REPnAIN. 

Kind  words  when  spoken  wi.l  cause  ns  no  sigh; 
No  homes  have  been  biokeii  underneath  the  sky; 
No  homes  have  been  biukeu  underneath  the  sky. 

Kind  words,  oh,  stranger!  mem'ry  will  bring 
■     You  out  of  danger  back  to  love's  spring; 
Dwell  now  and  ever  in  our  dear  home, 
.  Kind  words  will  never  cause  us  to  TOixa.— Strain. 

.   Kind  words  will  perish,  not  in  the  night. 
Oh!  how  we  clierich  them  with  delight; 
Brave  mnnly  token,  not  cruel  and  cold, 
Uve  uu  unbroken  when  we  are  old.— iJc/hiiil. 


■J^ittltiSiJ^t^^ 


THE  LITTLE  TOV  DEUM. 


Song  and  Chorus. 


Moderato. 
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Words  and  Music  by  CHAS.  GBAHAM. 
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1.  "Now      Pa-   pa,''said    Ben  -  uy  "please  tell    us        a  -   gain,       The      tale     of     the        lit    -  tie     toy 

2.  The      rub  -    a   -  dub  -  dub,     of     his   drum  could    be    heard,       A    -   way      in     the      front    and    in  - 
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WALKINC  ON  DE  RAINBOW  IN  M  SKL 


Ethiopian  Song  and  Chorus. 


Words  by  CHAS.  EDWARDS. 

Tempo  di  Schottische. 


Music  by  GEO.  C.  EDWARDS. 
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1.  I  went    up      to  Heav  -  en,  Pe  -  ter  wouldn't    let    me     in.     Walk  -  iug  on      de  rain  bow  in      de 

2.  A  big     fat  nig  -  gcr,  and    his  name  was  Sam-uel  Right,  Walk  -  ing  on      de  rain  bow  in      do 

3.  When  it  rains    up     in  Heav -en    all      de    nig  -  gers  have  to  Avork,  Walk  -  ing  on      de  rain -bow  in      de 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cbauncey  Olcott. 
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We  stand  together,  yon  and  I,  where  we  Btood  yeari  ago. 

Beneath  the  same  blue  Iriali  eky,  our  licarfs  witti  joy  aglow. 

You  promlaed,  then,  you  would  be  iniue,  in  all  your  cliarms  arrayed. 

I'm  here  to  claim  yuu  for  my  own,  my  pretty  Iriah  mnid. 

CHonu». 
Oil,  my  love,  how  I've  waited  Hiid  longed  for  yon,  dear: 

Time  has  not  changed  you,  your  beauty  will  never  fade; 
I'm  here  to  claim,  love,  your  pronilwe  of  loui:,  loni;  a^o; 

You  are  to  me,  my  own,  ray  beautiful  IriBli  maid, 

1  know  the  love  you  gave  me  then  in  just  a8  fond  and  true. 
Those  eyes  of  yours  8i)eal<  hope  nguiii,  sweet  eyt-s  of  Irish  bine. 
I  know  you'll  keep  your  promise,  love,  tlio'  stars  above  may  fade: 
Thro'  storm  and  sbiiie  I've  come  to  you,  my  pretty  Irish  maid.— Chorus. 

Of  niip  Diiici 
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Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 
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Calaban  la  a  neighbor  of  mine,  he  lives  next  door  to  me; 

Not  a  cent  he  pays  for  rent,  while  I  pay  twenty-three; 

A  Dutchman,  who  owiis  me  lioiise,  of  course,  owns  Calahan's  as  well; 

How  be  gets  ou:  of  paying  the  rent  is  more  than  I  can  tell; 

I've  just  got  information  from  mc  cousin  Dan  Magee, 

Who  says  that  Calahnn,  t>ome  day,  the  Duichmiin'x  heir  will  be; 

I  think  ne'e  hypnotized  him,  if  tliere's  any  sncb  a  thing. 

When  Calaban  wants  a  dollar  or  two,  he's  only  got  to  sing: 

Chorus. 
Oh!  yon  can  fool  the  Scotchman,  and  can  fool  the  French, 
And  yon  can  all  fool  the  English,  if  you  know  how  to  commence; 
The  Chinee  and  the  Dugo,  well,  they  don't  amonnt  to  much— 
You  might  fool  the  Irish,  but  yoa  can't  fool  the  Dutch. 

Now,  the  poor  Dutchman  some  time  aco  was  taken  sick,  poor  man, 

Thought  he'd  die,  so  by  and  by  he  sent  for  Calahan. 

Says  he,  "My  old  friend.  I  have  no  heirs;   I'll  deed  all  I  have  to  yoa." 

"  It's  the  w  isest  thing,"  says  Calahan,  "  I  think,  that  you  coald  ^o." 

The  Dutchman  soon  got  better,  then,  bedad,  be  had  no  home; 

The  pro[)erly  lliat  once  was  his,  now  Calahan  did  own; 

And  he  pays  rent  (the  same  as  I)  to  Calahan,  you  see; 

And  it's  every  luonth  be  calls  for  it,  and  thia  to  me  does  sing: 

Cbori;8. 
Oh  I  yon  can  fool  the  Scotchman,  and  can  fool  the  French, 
/  id  yon  can  all  fool  the  English,  if  yon  know  how  to  commence; 
The  Chinee  and  the  Dago,  well,  they  don't  amount  to  much— 
Ton  can't  fool  the  Irish,  but  you  might  fool  the  Dutch. 
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Wortla  by  Hattle  Anderson.    Hnslc  by  Oea  E.  AppeL 

Nell  and  I  had  quarreled,  as  young  couples  do; 

I  was  madly  jealous,  and  thought  she  was  untrue; 

She  received  a  letter  from  an  old  sweetlieart. 

And  I  said,  "  We'd  better  henctforth  live  apart!  " 

I  was  rashly  violent,  in  my  jealous  pain; 

She  was  proudly  silent,  and  would  not  explain; 

So,  in  bitter  auger,  we  each  went  awuy. 

Though  our  heart*  were  breaking,  neither  one  would  say: 

Chords. 
Dear,  I  am  sorry  I  gave  you  pnin; 
Come,  kiss  me,  darling,  and  be  friends  again; 
I  will  love  you  only,  dear,  wiiile  life  shall  laat; 
Darling,  forgive  mc,  and  forget  the  past. 

After  years  of  silence,  my  Nell  passed  away- 
Nestling  on  her  bosom,  two  tear  stuined  letters  lay; 
One,  the  fatal  missive  thiit  lnnl  itroutiht  such  woe. 
And  for  me  the  other,  \i  ritteii  long  ago— 
"Husband,  I  will  tell  you,  now  we  are  apart. 
All  about  that  letter  from  an  old  sweetheart- 
It  waa  from  a  sister,  who  bad  gone  astray, 
Bot  yon  were  to  bitter,  that  I  woald  not  say:— CAoriM. 


KATY  MAHONE 
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Words  and  Music  by  Cliauncey  Olcott. 
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In  that  little  brown  cottage  that  stands  over  there. 

Dwells  my  sweet  Kilty  Miihone; 
Vnt\i  her  beautiful  naiiire  iiuil  soul  full  of  love, 

Oh,  she  has  my  lienrt  alone. 
If  ever  you  met  her,  oh,  then  you'd  not  blame  me 

For  loving  her  as  i  do. 
For  who,  ill  this  world,  has  ever  been  known 

To  resist  love  that's  tender  and  true. 

Refrain. 
Ob.  Eaty  Mahone,  I'm  yours  alone. 

Why  keep  me  wailing  for  yoiif 
Give  me  your  heart,  as  well  as  your  band. 

And  I'll  keep  it  safe  for  you,  Kaiy. 

Now,  time  may  change  all  things,  but  never  my  heart. 

It  will  remain  the  same. 
And  be  not  like  the  bcniitifiil  snow  when  it  falls. 

To  go  with  tlie  very  first  ruin. 
But  more  <iKe  the  lieaiitifiil  ivy  that  creeps, 

As  around  the  old  ruin  it  s|>rini;s; 
Time  cannot  efface  it,  or  lessen  its  love. 

For  the  older,  the  closer  it  clings.— i?«/'rain. 


HEARTS  ARE  TRUMPS 
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Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Addis  Kent. 

One  dav  in  Spring  I  called  upon  my  sweetheart,  young  and  fair; 

I  found  her  in  the  garden  tlien,  her  father,  loo,  was  there; 

Her  Pa  was  spading  up  the  ground,  asked  me  to  take  a  hand— 

I  worked  until  1  almost  dropped— my  love  said,  "Ain't  liegrandf" 

Chorus, 
Spades  wcretrum|>8l  Spades  were  trumps!  I  was  solid  with  my  love; 
Spades  were  truiniml  Spades  were  triimpst  Oh,  she  snid  I  was  a  dove; 
Her  father  said  1  was  the  stuff;  I  cared  not  if  the  work  was  roimh 
If  of  her  love  1  got  enoutiU— spades  were  trumps!  spades  were  trumps! 

A  month  had  pasxed,  I  called  again  upon  my  sweetheart  fair; 

I  found  her  in  the  garden  then,  another  man  wiis  there; 

A  rival  for  mv  darling's  liaud.  a  man  of  wealth  was  lie. 

For  ou  hia  bauds  and  iu  his  shirt,  the  diamonds  sparkled  free.  ' 

Chorus. 
Diamonds  were  triimpst  Diamonds  were  trumps!  lie  wnsfiolid  with  my  love; 
Diamonds  were  triim|m!  Diiiinoinls  were  triimpst  Oh,  she  said  he  was  a  dove; 
Her  father  said  he  was  the  stuff;  I  thought  on  me  'Iwhh  pretty  rough. 
For  of  her  love  he  got  enough— diamoiido  were  trumps!  diamonds  were  Irnmpa. 

I  stood  it  for  a  little  while,  and  tiien  my  blood  was  up: 

I  went  niiistde  and  got  a  cluli— said  I,  "  I'll  warm  the  piipl  " 

I  Clubbed  him  till  be  howled  with  iiain— her  father  stopped  (he  row. 

My  darling  said  she'd  take  lue  back-  she  said  she  loved  me  now. 

Ciionrs. 
Clubs  were  trumps!  Clulis  were  trumps!  I  was  solid  with  my  love; 
(,'lubs  were  trumps!  Clubs  were  triiiiipH!  Oh.  she  said  I  was  a  dove; 
Her  father  s^id  i  was  the  stuff;  I  cared  not  if  the  fl'.'ht  was  rough. 
If  of  her  love  1  got  enough— clubs  were  trumps!  clubs  were  (rumpal 

It  was  not  long,  I  called  again  upon  my  sweetheart  fair; 

I  found  her  in  the  parlor  then— !ier  family  were  all  tliere; 

A  niinisler  waa  there  to  tie  the  knot  tliiit  made  us  one. 

And  "hearts  were  trumps,"  and  trumps  till  last,  till  tiav'ling  days  are  done. 

Chorus. 
Hearts  are  trumps!  Hearts  are  trumps!  I  am  married  to  ray  love; 
Hearts  arc  trumps!  Hearts  are  truin|)sl  Oh,  she  says  I  am  a  dove;  f 

Her  father  says  I  am  the  stuff— I  fought  for  her,  the  fight  was  rough. 
But  of  her  love  I  get  enough— liearts  are  trumps!  hearts  are  trnmpsi 
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LOVE   WILL   BRING    ME    BACK   AGAIN. 
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mem   -   ber  this,      with  part   -    iug  kiss,  Love  will  bring     me     back 
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There's  No  Place  Like  the  Old  Home  After  All 


Words  and  Music  by  WALTER  P.  KEEN. 


Andante  MofJerato 


1.  When       I        left    school  long    years     a   -    go  I        was        a        way  -  ward    child, 

2.  In         ma   -    ny       for  -  eigu    lands  I've    been      since       I  be    -  gan        to       roam, 
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took       de    -    light       in        an      -     y        sport     which    hap  -  pened      to  be      wild, 

I       have      met        no    friends  who      could     com  •  pare     with    those      at       homo, 
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I'LL  BE  TRUE  THRO'  JOY  OR  TEARS. 


Words  and  Music  by  HARRY  S.  MILLER. 
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Prlc«  2Se.  per  copy,  by  mall,  posf-pald. 

-THIS   BOOK   GIVES - 

1520    INFALLIBLE    ANSWERS    TO    ALL    QUESTIONS 

THAT   MAY   INTEREST  WOMEN   IN   EVERY 

POSITION   IN   LIFE. 


i; 


Froh  tits  TTrrrmtS:— Tonnir  woman,  you  count  your  18  jtan  and  hrtp«l  MIm 

or  Mrn.,  you  coiinider  your  22  years  nnil  Kigh!  Mira  cif yeam,  the  very  tlintiKliC 

of  "olil  mail)  "  iiiaUes  you  shudder!  MiS ,  you  are  a  «ld<>w,  and  ahould  n'>t 

wlati  furanycousolatlonl  All  of  you  are  <lauKnt)>r8  uf  Evp,  the  Inquisitive,  nnd 

have  many  wlslii-s  to  icratifv, 
many  desires  to  satisfy.  The 
dark  future  dlHiuieln.  the  prv*- 
ent  troubles  th«  mind.  You 
arx  more  or  lea*  beautiful, 
more  or  le«8  bappy,  at  lea«t 
make  claim  to  napi>liiess. 
Above  all,  you  se<>lc  knuwle<lK« 
•K  t"  your  pr<'8peots  In  life 
whether  irood  or  ill  fortune 
•walls  you;  whether  you  will 
ever  or  ainays  he  loved;  who 
and  whnr  ><>ur  husband  will 
be;  whether  jou  will  enjoy 
bii8.<ful  happliiPMi;  whether— 
In  fact,  a  niultliude  of  thjnirs 
that  caupe  the  heart  worriment 
Well,  we  Witches  know  all  uf 
you.  and  your  troubles  and 
anxieties;  and  as  we  read  your 
lieart.  wo  will  unveil  the  mys- 
teries of  the  future.  Beiiur 
coufilnn  (rerninn  to  Beelzebub, 
w  e  eon  instruct  you  ccnierninif 
mntters  which  Inteicst  you 
most.  Ijet  us  peep  Into  them 
and  pray,  be  not  of  raid  of  U", 
for  w«>  have  been  fresh  and 
rosy  even  like  unto  you  Tnko 
us  into  the  retiracy  of  your 
bed-ehnmhar,  an<l  there,  upon 
your  pillow,  we  will  reveal  to 
vou  all  that  you  may  seek  to 
Know.  For  we  possens  th» 
power  of  the  I'ytnlan  oracle, 
and  will  tell  koo<1  fortune  to 
tht-  fair,  and  her  portion  to  the 
tinfnli-.  Till' book  will  he  sent 
by  mail.  pi>.itralil,  on  receipt 
of  2Sc«  In  silver  or  oostat^e 
Btoiiiixi.  ly  SPECIAL- Hve 
oopjes  for  $1.  Get  four  of  yonr  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at  25  cents  each, 
maklnir  $1  In  all,  and  thereby  eet  yonr  own  book  free  of  rhartre.  ('lean  ana 
onuwBd  Liiit<Ml  States  one  or  two-pcnt  tHwtaire  stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all 
ourifooi'.s.  Wlien  orderintc  from  forelK'i  c 'Untrles  always  remit  by  P■«^Offlce 
Money  Order,  a»  foreign  lOHtoue  staoips  are  of  no  value  to  us.  Address  all 
order*  to  either  our  New  York  ur  CbicaKo  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  jroo, 

HENRY  il.  WEHMAN,  Publisher, 
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A  Book  replete  with  the  laws  that  govern  Card 
---■-— i  Games  of  all  kinds.  L--: .- 


Containing  all  the  Standard  Rules  tor  Shuffling,  Cutting.  Dealing  and 
Playing  of  Cards  in  America.    (Illustrated.) 


i.T?>?/^    **'"o ''5*. """t'""!  **'■'"■<'  P'»yin(r,  both  for  amnnement  andmln. 

Is  only  circumscribed  by  the  boundaries  of  elviliiatlon,  and  the  mimbSr  Mtl 
Btvles  of  Barnes  are  as  multiple  as  the  leaves  in  Vallambr..«  It  has  been  "r 
effort  to  bring  together  within  this  book  all  the  jrames  known  to  modern  play- 

ers,  and  also  many  which  have  not. 


become  popular  as  yet, 
•■-'•■  ••    The 
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on  this  side  "  the  biK  pond." 
followintr  are  a  few  or  the  rame« 
trenteil   In  this  book:— All   Four*— 
All  Fives— Auction  Pitch— Haccarat 

-  Rezique  —  Itonton  -  Bra«r— Cassino 
— California  Jack— Catch  the  Ten- 
Commercial  Pitch  —  Coon  Can  — 
Crlbbaite  -  Domino  Whist  -  Draw 
Poker  —  Ecaite  —  Euchre  —  Faro— 
¥ive  or  Mn»  —  Forty  Five  — French 
Boston  —  French  Euchre  —  French 
Whist  —  Orabouohe  —  Hearts— Jack 
Pots— Lansquenet— Loo— Mintlirris  — 
Nnpoleon— Sewinarket— Old  Sledge 

-  Peiiro  Sancho— Pinocle—  Piquet- 
Pitch  -  Poker  —  Qiiinze  —  Railroad 
Eui'hre— RamiKrh— Roiigre  et  Noir— 
Koiince— Rubicon  Bezlque  —  Scotch 
Whlut- Seven  Up— Sixty-Six- Skat— 
Plobberhftiines  — Solo- Solo  Whist— 
Si'oll  Five-Stops- Slralifht  Poker- 
Stud  poker  —  Thirteen  and  the  Odd 
— Trente  et  Qiiarante  —  Vlngt-Un- 
Whiskey  Poker-Whist- American 
W'hist  I*w!>,  .-tc.  This  book  contain! 
the  rules  established  and  revised  by 
HoTle,  down  through  Cavendish, 
Cameron,  and  others,  governing  the 
many  games,  by  aid  of  which  each 
and  evrryoneat  allconversai.twlth 
card  playing  may  learn  how  best  to 
"stake  the  hnzard  of  a  die,"  and 
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28c.  'n  silver  or  postage  stamps.  SPEaxL— Qet  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in 
with  you  at  ZS  cents  each,  maklnir  $1.00  In  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book 
free  of  charge.  Address  all  orders  to  either  oar  New  York  or  Cbicaso  Hoom. 
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Saint  Helena— Boy"  of  Kilkenny— Banks  of  Sweet  Dundee— Cuslilaniachiee- 
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Harp  of  Mv  Country— Dear  Little  t'olleen  —  DiirKincr  for  Gould— Dear  Little 
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Home— Erin.  Mavournren— Father  Tom  O'Nell— Fenlniis'  Escape- Four-Leaved 
Shamrock— Oi'et-n  M'Ssy  Brinks  of  the  Lee— Orcen  Fields  of  Anierica— Ooil  Ssve 
Irelund -Great  M-n  thiit  Ireland  Has  Se.n— Girl  I  Left  Behind  Me— God  Bless 
You,  Collreii-H^rp  that  Once  throuifh  Tara's  Halls- Home  Rule  for  Ireland- 
Rat  Me  Father  Woie— Irisu  Strainrei— Irishman's  Shanty— Irish  Colleen— 1  Left 
Ireland  and  Mother  because  Ww  Were  P"or— Ireland  Will  Yet  Be  Free— Irish 
Oirl— Jennie,  the  Flower  of  Klldare— Kathleen  Muvourneen— Killarney- Kate 
Keaniey-Katty  Avouriieen—K»te  O'B' ieii— Kitty  Tyrrell— Lnnd  Leatrue  Band- 
Let  Eiiii  Reniem»>ei  the  Days  of  Old  -Lament  of  the  Irish  Emiifrant— Lefrncy- 
Limerick  Is  Beautiful  -Lather  and  Shave— Mancliester  Martyrs— Molly  Mnldoon 
Molly  Bawii- Maureen  Mavournten— MoouliRlit  at  Klllarney— Minrtrel  Boy— My 
Heart's  in  Old  Ireland— Ma  Ailleeii,  Asthore— Mnc's  and  the  O's— M-eLinir  of  the 
Waters -Mollie,  Darling:  My  Emmet's  No  More— Maid  of  Sweet  Goiteen— No 
Irish  N'-ed  Apply— Norah  Mcshane- Norah,  the  Pride  of  Kildme—NoiB.  O'Neal- 
Nell  Klauttheiiy's  Drake— Napoleon's  Dream — Napoleon's  Farewell  to  Paris- 
OrlKin  of  the  Hai-p — Oh!  Breathe  Not  His  Name — O'Doiinell.  the  Avenirer- One 
Penny  Portion— Oh!  Where's  the  Slave!- Ould  Ireland,  You're  My  Darlin'— t)h, 
the  Shamrock— O'Donnell  Ahu— One  Pound  Tw"— Po..r  Pat  Must  Eniiirrate— 
Pride  of  Mayo— Patrick's  Day  Parade— Pit ttr  Maid  Milkintr  HerCow— Puddy  Is 
the  Boy— I'st  Malloy— Piitil  k  Sheetian— R'-ry  O'More— Kirh  and  Rare  Were  the 
Gems  dhe  Wore- Remember  the  Glories  of  Bi  ian,  the  Brave — Shainus  O'Brien, 
Recitation -Shanius  O'Bilen— She  Is  Far  Fiom  the  Uind— Soiiff  of  Innisrail- 
SoKK^rtli  Aroon  -Star  of  Olen«rary— Shan  Van  Vo(fh— Tim  Finitran's  Wake- 
True  Lovers'  Discussion— Tail  iv  Me  Coat — Terence's  Farewell  to  Kathleen— Val- 
ley Lay  Smilinir  Before  Me— Weddin(t  of  Ballyporeen— Where  the  Grass  Grow  s 
Green— Wild  Irish  B>v— White  Cockade— What  Will  You  Do.  Ijove!— "  eariii);  of 
the  Green— Willinm  RelUy's  C-uitsliip- Willy  Reilly— Wnistlintr  Thief— Younjc 
Dei  mot  and  Bri.liref  MoUoy— Yuuiig  Rose— You  Wutild  Not  Leave  Your  Norah!— 
You  Iienieml>er  Ellen. 

This  bonk,  paper  cover,  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  re- 
ceipt »f  25c>f  or  board  cover  at  50c«  Clean  and  unused  United  States  one 
or  two-cent  postatre  stimps  taken  in  payment  ior  all  our  troods  same  as  cajih. 
Catalof^ue  of  all  ourjrocvis  mailed  free  on  spplication.  Address  all  orders  to 
either  our  New  York  or  Cliicago  house,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 


^^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^> 


130&  132  Park  Row, 
NEW   YORK. 


Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 


THE  WITCHES  DREAM  BOOK 
."-FORTUNE  TELLER 


(Eng^lish  or  German.) 

PRICE  ~25~CENTS. 

Old  Arrah.the  Queen  of  Wlt^-hes.  wa«  the  most  noted  Qlpirf  of  modem  HmecBh* 
rlvea  you  the  Key  to  Unlock  the  Future,  and  makes  every  person  their  own  tortun« 
•liar.    With  thi»  book  you  can  tell  your  own  or  any  pennon's  fortune  far  better  than 
lany  Astrologer,  Clairvoyant,  or  Medium  can.    It  foretells  eiacuy 
what   will   happen  you.    It   gives  the   HIndOQ  Secret*  Of 
Love,  how  to  Manage,  What  to  Say  and  Do  to  gam  the  love,  tb« 
heart  and  hand  of  the  person  you  desire  to  marry.    It  givee  tha 
Art  of  Telling  Fortunes  by  the  Unes  of  the  Hand.    It  contains  tha 
old  Witches'^  Dictionary  of  Dreams,  so  you  can  Interpret  ai^ 
Dream  as  soon  as  you  hear  It.    It  gives  you  a  Chamito  iTotecl 
you  from  Danger.    It  teaches  you  how  to  know  the  bex  of  cniJ- 
dren  Before  Birth;  to  know  how  soon  you  will  Marry,  and  wha» 
Fortune  you  will  have;  who  vour  Future  Husband  or  w^e  wUl 
be:  the  Lover's  Charm  or  old  Witches'  True  Method  of  Tellln* 
Fortunes  by  the  Grounds  of  a  Tea  or  Coffee  Cup;  to  know  If  yoi^ 
Ixive  of  a  person  will  be  Mutual;  Fortune  Telling  by  C^nU.    It 
tells  your  Lucky  Days;  What  you  will  be  Successful  in;  W^yonr 
Absent  Husband  or Vife  is  Doing;  What  your  Future  DeMlnyl* 
Whether  your  Wife.  Husband  or  Intended  la 'True  to  you;  WHa- 
Ither  you  wUl  ever  Marrj-;  Whether  Money  will  be  left  to  you; 
■^11^^^— ^-J  Whether  your  Marriage  wUl  be  Happy;  How  to  be  8ucce«»niJln 
ywir  Love  Affairs;  the  Number  of  Wives  or  iTusbands  you  will  Have;  WhetherjOTwlU 
CweSthy.    It  ti^aches  how  to  make  the  Magic  Dream  Ro^ and  the  \\ itches  I^jsam 
-»aln^ow  to  Read  your  Fortune  bv  the  White  of  an  Egg;  How  to  Write  Love-Letten 
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r«t\v  so  that  they  may  not  be  discovered;  How  to  Converse  to  any  person  wlthpul 
ili^i     It  teaches  you  the  Leaves  of  Destiny,  with  Directions  for  ConsulUMtt* 
Wbyl.  *fiie  Success  of  your  Future  may  depend  on  your  reading  t^isgreat  book,  for  tt 
imffftUde  you  to  pWeritT  and  Riches,    -fhe  old  witch  can  br,,^  ^"""^J^^^n 
^^VoJi  spurihTani  you  can  Contrel  othe.,  and  F^nd  I^st  or  Hidden  "^ 
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Irish  Briirade— Fight  at  Canada  between  Morrissey  and  Heenaii  Fliinnltran's 
Irisli  Canary— Gallant  Sixty  Ninth- Get  on  to  Reilly— Gie«>ii  Hills  of  Old  Knn 
Gilhooley,  You're  a  Terror— Give  Paddy  buta  (.'hance  Have  Y'>u  s«-eii  Me  Uncle 
Mickey!— Hennessey 'sBaliy-He  Stole  My  Sunday  Clothes-  Hoolahan  .Musketeers 
—How'  Erin  Was  Born- I'm  an  Irish  Boy— I  Am  Waiting  at  the  IKnir.  Maiy  Ann— 
I  Know  I  Am  Irish  and  Proud  of  It,  Too— 1  Love  Old  Ireland  Still  -Ireland  For- 
eTer— Irish  Are  'True— Irish  Drngoon- Irish  Exile's  I»ve— Irishman  and  the 
Whale— Irishman's  Home— Irishman's  "Home  Sweet  Home"  Irish  ThiouKh 
and  'Through- 'Twas  IHioley  Raised  the  Fight— I'll  Name  the  Box  Dennis,  or  No 
Name  at  All— John  L.  Sullivan- Kat«  O'Grady  Kate's  S«-ciet  Kathleen-  Keep 
Your  Eye  on  Duffy- Kelly's  Mascpierade  Hall  — KeiTy  Dunce-  Kitty,  the  Irish 
Queen— tattle  Pilot^Maggie's Secret  Mahoney's  Fourthof  July  Mary  nint  John 
— Marv  Ann  McOuire — Msrv  Is  Mashed  on  Me-  Mavoumeen— McCorinick's  Irish 
Flat— McGarry'B  New  While  Hat^McGillitfan's  Weddiiiir- McMimiis  and  HIa 
Spike-Tsil  Coat— McSulty,  You're  a  Daisy— Michael  Sliea's  Return  to  Tii'|>eraiy— 
Miner's  Dream  of  Home— Mister  Michael  Murphy— Molly  and  1  an<l  tlie  Baby- 
Molly,  O!— Mr.  Fini»raii— Mulcnithy.  the  Dude— Must  We  I>eave  t>ur  Ohi  Home— 
My  Little  Irish  Queen— Nellv  Hrady— Now  Then.  Molly— Now  Whot  W  ill  Become 
of  Poor  Old  Ireland  o'Hrien's  Horse,  BoiiyjMirte- O'Grady  at  the  Game- 
O'Keeley's— Oh!  Had  W'e  Some  Bii»rht  l.mle  Isle  of  Our  Own— Old  Ireland's 
Hearts  iind  Hands— Once  More  in  the  Dear  Old  Land— One  of  the  Brave  Con- 
nuught  Ringers— Ould  Ireland  So  Green  -  Paddles  Evemiore  (Parody)  I'sddy 
Loves  a  ShamrocK— Paddy's  I'nstoral  Rhapsody— Pad ilv.  Wan  A»l>ile  Paddy 
Was  There  with  the  Stick— Pnrnell  Aboo— Patrick  Michael  M'-Nally -latsey 
Biaiiiiitrsn- Pnil  the  Fliiler's  Ball— Portrait  of  My  Mother  in  Oltl  Ireland  Far 
Away— Rale  McMulIln  Stvle— Roseof  Killarney— Rosie  Malone-  Rovin'  Ii  Ish  Boy 
Same  As  Their  Girls  and  Bovs— Scanian's  Hose  Sonir— Soieniirtc  Man— Seaichfhe 
Poire  of  Historv— Shamrocks  and  Kis.ses— Shamrocks  on  I'atriek's  Day— Since 
Murphy  Broke  His  Pledge— Skibbereen—Slaltery's  Mounted  Fut— Steve  O'Don- 
nell's  Wake— Stone  Outside  Dan  Murphy's  Door— Story  of  the  Ould  Countie— 
Story  of  the  Shamrock— Stowaway-Strolling  with  Nora— Sure,  Mike  Take  He 
Back  Again,  Mavouriieen—Temiicranoe  Brigade— That's  What  My  Old  Mother 
Said- That's  Why  I'm  an  Inshmfin-Thirleeii  Little  Murphys— Thy  I.and's  My 
Land— 'Tim  Magee— To  Sui-tain  the  Family  Reputation— Trui'-Born  Irishman- 
True  Irish  ilearta— Twelve  Stone  T»i>— We  Fouiriit  for  Your  Cause;  <.r:  The 
Home-Rule  Bill— When  B>idget  Goes  Out  on  a  Mash- When  H"t.'aii  Paul  His 
Kent— When  the  Corn  Is  Wavine,  Annie  Dear— When  Will  Yon  Meet  Me  Atrsin, 
Noiah!— When  Ireland  Has  an  Army  and  a  Navy  of  Her  <  >wn— Whiskey,  You're 
the  Divil— Why  Uun't  Paddy  Be  a  Gentleman!- Widow  McGee — Widow  Nolan's 
Door. 

This  book,  paper  coTer,  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  ky  mail,  post-paid,  on  re- 
ceipt of  25c.t  "f  board  cover  at  50c.  Clean  and  unust-d  l!nit«'<l  Slates  one 
or  two-cent  pi'staire  st«mjia  taken  in  payment  for  all  our  »:<><kIs  same  as  caah. 
Catalogue  of  all  ourifooas  mailed  free  on  application.  Adilresa  all  orders  to 
either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whieliever  is  nearest  to  you. 
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POLICY  pTayerTdream  book 


PRICE  25  CENTS. 


-  With  this  Book  you  have  a  Sure  Guide  to  Lucky  Dr  jama  i 
Lucky  Numbers.  It  gives  you  the  True  Interpretation  orDraai 
and  also  the  Numbers  of  the  Lottery  to  which  ttey  ^VVVl 
Good  Combinations  to  Play;  Significations  of  Cards  Dreamed  ot 
and  their  Numbers,  Combination  Table  for  Saddlea,  Olca  aad 
Horses;  Table  for  finding  Lucky  Numbers;  Numbera  of  Dream* 
of  the  Months;  for  the  Days  of  the  Weeks,  The  Oraculum,  or  Na-i 
poleon  Bonaparte's  Book  of  Fate;  the  Method  of  Worklnar  UM 
Questions;  the  Oraculum  Table— in  fact,  this  book  givea  aU^* 
sure  Bigiia  You  can  find  out  by  any  of  these  sure  systema  ao^ 
this  bcjk  whether  you  will  be  rich  or  poor,  lucky  or  onloekyt 
whether  you  will  get  expected  money,  lovers,  clothes,  or  aay 
other  article  that  you  may  B«>t  your  mind  upon.  Do  too  dream 
of  love  or  gold,  or  of  friendship,  of  foes,  or  of  life  or  deattat  ThH 
book  will  explain  everjthing  clearly  to  yon.  Yon  can  tell  ypor 
own  fortune  from  Its  pages  without  eonaultln*  any  llTliur  Coa^: 
tune-teller.  This  book  wUl  be  sent  to  any  address,  po*f«ldi,  «• 
receipt  of  price.  ^  Postage  stamps  taken  aama  aa  eaab 


Address  all  orders  to  either  onr  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  neareattO  JOB, 
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Madison  Street^ 
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Liitest  iiD4  /\ost  Popular  Soo$s  for  tbe  fmo 


HAPPY    18   THE    BRIDE  THAT   THE  JSUN    SHINES    ON.. 

Seiitinieiit'il.                       UEu.  C  Edwakub. 

HOW  DO  YOU  LIKE  IT?..., Paddy  MruiiiY 

Topical. 

FKIENULV    NEIOUBOKS    FOR    TVVENTY-FI) 

iK    YE.AR8.. 

Samuel  H.  Speck 

RAFFLE  FOR  A  WATERBURY  WATCH Harkt  8.  MuxxK 

Up-ii)-Dat.e,  Iiiuli. 

Comic,  IrUli. 

DENIED    A    UOME 

Dt-^criptive. 

UaURY  S.    MiLLEIl 

UPON  LIFES  OCEAN  CAST  AWAY ...'....Geo.  J.  Southwk  k 

DescripiiV*. 

LITTLE   JOIINNV    JOHNSON    18    MY    SUNDAY    BEAL'  .                 • 

8erio-(."oiiiic,                          Tommy  rt)WER8. 

WHAT'S  THE  MATTER  WITH  YOUR  FEET?.... Harry  S.  Miller 

Comic,  Irifii. 

THE  ADS   THAT   DROVE   HIM    CRAZY 

Comic. 

...Frank  Audib  Kent 

HE  MARRIED  THE  DAUGHTER.  MOT.'ER  AND  ALL 

Comic.                          Harry  8.  Miller 

CANT   FOOL   TUK    DUTCH 

Comic,  Irisli. 

Haury  S.  Milleu 

FARE  THEE  WELL,  MY  LIITLE  SWEEIHEART 

Sei.lliiK-lltiil.                        Ceo.  J.   SOUTHWICK 

I'M   UOING   TO   TELL   ON    YOU.    KATIE.... 

-. fiEf>.    C.     EnWAItllM 

WALKING  ON   DE  RAINBOW    IN   DE  SKY....        Geo.  C.  Edwardb 

Scri<>-C<>i»iic.                                                          1 

Negro. 

SWEET   JENNIE  BROWN 

Waltz  Son^. 

Samuel  U.  Spkck 

DAY  BY  DAY  YEARS  HAVE  ROLLED  ON Harry  8.  Miller 

Sei.tiiiit'iilal. 

AFTER   YOUU   WANDRINO.    COME    UO.ME. 

Charlks  Gkaham 

CONVERSATION   WATER Geoiuje  Lester 

Seiiliiiieiital. 

Convivial  S<iiik  ami  Cliorua. 

TELL   ME   YOU   LOVE   ME   STILL 

SeiitiiiK-utal. 

Samuel  U.  Speck 

LOVE  WILL  BRING  ME  BACK  AGAIN J.  P.  Skelly 

Seiitinivntal. 

1  I.L  NOT  GO  OUT  WITH  REILLY  ANY  MORE.Uauky  S.  MiLi.r.ii 

Ciiiiiu!,  Irish. 

THE  LITTLE  MUSICIAN J.  F.  Maik.ny 

Sentimental,  (iiiarteti.e. 

OH.  HOW  I  LOVE  SWEET  KATHLEEN    .... 

Wnllz  Stilly. 

G«0.  C.  EuWAilDS 

ROAMING  IN  THE  CLOVER George  Le.«ter 

m                                         Waitz  Souk. 

FORGET  THE    PAST 

Seiitiiiifiitul. 

Ge<».  E.  Appel 

THE  WORKINGMANS  DREAM J.  P.  Sku.ly 

Pathelic. 

srSIE,  DO  YOX-   MB  ME? 

Negro. 

...Frank  Aduih  Kent 

YOUR  MOTHER  AND  I,  MAGGIE  Walter  P.  Keen 

Sentimental. 

HOW  NICE  THAT  ALL  MUST  BK  

Comic. 

Harry  S.  Mii.lkk 

MY  JOHANNA  JOHNSON Edgar  Selden 

Nej;ro. 

HE  GOT  THE  RINKEY  DINK 

Comic. 

. . .  .^.  .Geo.  C.  Edwards 

SINCE  MY  MOTHER'S  DEAD  AND  GONE J.  P.  Skeli.y 

Sentimental. 

WHEN   THE  MAILMAN   COMES 

.     W.  B.  Davi>( 

IT'S  ALL  GONE  NOW Walter  P.  Keen 

Comic. 

Soiitiniental. 

THE   LITTLE  TOY  DRUM 

SeDtimeiitai. 

Cbas.  Graham 

* 
> 

SEEINt;  JENNIE  HOME Geo.  C.  Edwaiuw 

Waltz  SoiiK. 

THERE'S  NO  PLACE  LIKE  THE  OLD  HOME. 

Sentiiiifiital. 

AFTER  ALL 

Wai-tek  p.  Kkkn 

DON'T  FORGET  ME  MARY J.  P.  Skelly 

Sentimental. 

HE  MARRIED  RILEY'S  BRIDE 

Comic,  Irioli. 

Geo.  C.  EuwAKiir* 

HAVE  YOU  SEEN  HER? Geo.  C    Ei.waki.s 

Waiu  Song. 

M.\(iIC   PICTURES   IN  THE  (JRATE 

SeiiCiiiieutul. 

..Leontine  Stanfiei.I) 

THEY  CANT  KEEP   TUK  WORKINOMAN  DOWN J.  Flet.  iikii 

Sentimentnl. 

TO-MOKKOW'S  ANOTHER  DAY 

Biint'ine  Solo. 

W.  D.  Smith 

THE  FACE  UPON  TUK  BARROOM   FLOOR J.  P.  Skeli.y 

DfHcriptive. 

I   LONG  TO  SEE  THE  OLD  HOME  ONCE  A 

Keiitimcntul. 

(iAIN...W.  C    Parker 
Felix.  Mc(ii.ENNoN 

THE  DYING  GIRL'S  MESSAGE J.  P    Skei.i.v 

Patlietic. 

THINKING  OF  ONE  SUE   LOVES 

SWEET  DREAMS  OF  MOTHER  AND  HOME. J.  P.  Skklly 

Seiitinieiital. 

Sentimental. 

McNALLY'S  OLD  BACK  YARD 

Waltz  Song. 

Gio.  C.  £dwari>!« 

BELLEVILLE  CONVENT  FIRE       Ned  STaoniiT 

Pathetic. 

HEAR  IS  ARE  TRUMPS 

Comic. 

...Frank  Addis  Kent 

SOME  OTHER  GIRL  SHALL  WEAR  THE  RING J.  P      ..ki.i.y 

Serio-Comic. 

KIND    WORDS     

J.  F.  Maiiiinv 

DARS  A  NEW  MOON  IN  DE  SKY Ge<i.i.-k.  Lk.ster 

SentimeiiUI. 

Negro. 

ONLY  TO  SEE  MY  MOTHER 

.     .     T.INrOI.N    .T.    Poi.I.AK 

DID  YOr  NOTICE  IT? J.  P.  Skeli  v 

Descriptive. 

Topical. 

THE    SWELL    I'P  TO   DATE 

Soiij;  hikI  Dance. 

Hakky  S.  Mil. I. Ell 

ANGEL  MOTHER  WAITS  FOR  ME J.  P.  Skelly 

Bcntimental. 

WHEN    WERE   MARRIED   BY  AND  BY 

Song  and  Danre. 

Chas.  Edwards 

HURRY    HOME    "MARCH". 


.  (iKoiujK  C.  Kdwakiw      I      HAPPY    LIKE    "MARCH" 


Wm.    D.    S.MITH 


Any  of  the  above  Songs,  Words  and  Music  complete,  will  be  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of    S5    C«nts  p«r  oopy.  or  any 

FIVE  Copies,  your  selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR.     Cr^  Remember,  this  does  not  apply  to  any  Songs  not  appearing  on 

above  list.„,^3     Adaress  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 
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